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The moment you smooth * 

on this remarkable beauty : 
cream, you're helping your 
complexion look fresher, 
prettier! For you’ve taken 
the first step in the wonder- 
ful, new Home Facial, devel- 5 
oped by a noted skin doctor. 


wil 


octor's Home Facial 


eooOr your money back ! 


ook lovelier-10 days 








This Doctor’s Home 4 
Facial uses Noxzema, the P 
only leading beauty cream 
that’s medicated. See how 
this unique cream works for 
you — how fresh your skin 
feels —how satiny smooth 
and lovely it looks! 
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This new. different beauty care helps skin look fresher, 
prettier—helps you keep it that way. too! 


@ If you would like real help for your 
skin problems—here’s wonderful beauty 
news for you! 

\ famous skin doctor worked out a dif- 
ferent kind of beauty routine—with a 
special beauty cream. It’s actually a new 
cleansing method and a wonderfully ef- 
fective home beauty treatment—all rolled- 
I} one! 


Why it’s so successful 


This new beauty care owes its amazing 
effectiveness to the unique qualities of 
Noxzema. This famous greaseless formula 
s a combination of softening, soothing, 
and cleansing ingredients offered by no 
other leading beauty cream. It’s medicated 


—aids healing—helps skin look clean and 
fresh! Here's all you do! 


Cleanse your face by washing with 
Noxzema and water. Apply Noxzema; 
wring out a cloth in warm water and wash as 
if using soap. See how stale make-up and 
dirt disappear after this ‘cream-washing’! How 
fresh skin looks and feels—not dry, or drawn! 


Night Cream: Noxzema supplies a 

protective film of oil and moisture— 
helps your skin look smoother, fresher, love- 
lier. Pat a bit extra over any blemishes* —it’s 
medicated to help heal them —fast! It’s grease- 
less, too! No smeary pillow! 


Make-up base: In the morning, 

‘cream-wash’ again; then as your long- 
lasting powder base, apply Noxzema. It helps 
protect your skin all day! 












Follow Doctor’s Home |. 
Facial below. It is especially 
beneficial to oily, rough or 
blemished* skin. Noxzema 

is a true beauty cream that 
works night and day to help ‘ 
skin look fresher, smoother, ¥ 
| prettier. ' 





Results are thrilling. Surveys show over 
a million women all over America have 
changed to this sensible beauty care. Hun- 
dreds of letters praise Noxzema’s quick 
help for rough, flaky skin; oily skin with a 
tendency to *externally-caused blemishes: 
and for that dull, lifeless, half-clean look 
of many so-called normal complexions. 

It works or money back! In clinical tests 
the Noxzema routine helped 4 out of 5 women 
with skin problems have lovelier looking com- 
plexions. Try it for 10 days—if you don’t look 
lovelier—return jar to Noxzema, Baltimore— 
money back! That’s how sure we are you'll be 
delighted ! 

Look lovelier offer! Get 40¢ trial size 
Noxzema for only 29¢ plus tax. See how much 
lovelier it helps your skin look—then gei 
giant 10 oz. economy jar only 89¢ plus tax— 
at any drug or cosmetic counter. 


NOXZEMA:::.. 
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Smooth, Soft, Growing 


There is One Big Reason: 
It depends on the Nature and 


Condition of the SCALP 


-. ig growing just the way you want . 
Or ccansth ae full of life and reserpine 
—thank your lucky scalp! Yes, it is prot en 
length and quality of your hair oi 
there in that scalp you were born with. 


That is why you should think about the condi- 


tion of your scalp when you are —_— ve _—. 
i i it is why you shou 
ng hair. Also, it 18 WAY » | i 
ae Sedfur-®. Because this famous ee 
Sicko two ways—on the scalp as well as the hair. 


THE POWER OF SULFUR-8 
A Great Secret Formula with the 
New Scientific “Super-Sulfur 


Like a doctor’s prescription for the hair and 


out Rich and Healthy 


_AND OTHERS DON'T 


something wonderful happens 


when Sulfur-8 goes to work to help hair and scalp 


bination of medically rec- | 









What a thrill it is to get ad- 
miring glances and compli- 
ments about the beauty of 
your hair! Yes, you really are 
at your best when you know 
that your hair is a glorious 
crown to your charm — luxuri- 
ously soft and smooth and 
magnificently long. 

But just wishing won’t make 
your hair look right if certain 
conditions are wrong. That is 
why you must watch out for 
the warning signs and do 
something about them while 
you can. Remember, Sulfur-8 
can’t give you a new scalp or 
promise to make your hair 
grow or be longer and health- 
ier than your scalp will allow. 
But when used in time, it usu- 
ally works wonders on many 
hair and scalp troubles. 

So, watch for those warn- 





ing signs! Maybe your scalp 
itches or feels “tight” from 
unnatural dryness...or your 
hair seems to be dull and dead 
looking...or your brittle-dry 
hair is breaking off too short, 
or it looks shorter and rougher 
because of those frizzy split 
ends. 

Start using Sulfur-8 right 
away! When you rub it into 
your scalp thoroughly, as di- 
rected, notice how that vital- 
izing massage action makes 
your scalp feel more alive and 
healthy, and how your hair be- 
gins to look longer, thicker 
and invitingly soft. See how 
soon those ugly dandruff flakes 
seem to disappear, and your 
hair seems to glow with new 
richness and lustre. 

What a difference 

Sulfur-8 makes! 





scalp, Sulfur-8 is a comb! 
ognized elements, featuring Solu 


In fact, reports reveal that ae 
growing hair, if it is normal ~ 
healthy, contains a goodly amoun 

of sulfur. Specialists, all over the 
world, have recognized the value 
of sulfur for many scalp condi- 
tions, and they know just a 
this important “medicine” can ao. 


A new scientific improvement has 2 





ble Polysulfides, 4 sensational new Hair 
form of medical sulfur. a5 

Experts know the importance of > ' 
sulfur in connection with the hair. WY) 


The Famous Sulfur-8 
Conditioning Treatment 
Works Two Ways 


1, BENEFITS 


and Scalp 
ay NEW... 
\ ts a IMPROVED 
» Y PLEASANT 
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now brought out the very strength 
of sulfur in that marvelous new 
ured in Sulfur-8. ONLY 
hat sensa- 


form feat 
Sulfur-8 gives you t 
tional special formula. 





GLOSS-8 Pressing Oil 
SULFUR-8 SHAMPOO 


Also Use 


HAIR an 





ULFUR-3 


d SCALP CONDITIONER 


AT THE DRUG STORE Pa 
i s 
1 if store is out of stock. Jus : 
SL hot f rs nets to Dept. T44, Household Prod 
ucts, Inc., Stamford, Conn. 






















































































po 
— 
oe 





a 
| les 


y 






























































about which sanitary protection 
to choose ? 





There's only one way 
to regard sanitary pro- 
rection. Think of what it does for you... 
how comfortable, how secure it makes 
you feel. Consider these advantages of 
internal sanitary protection: 

No other kind of protection is as comfortable. 
That's one big reason millions of wo- 
men wear Tampax. Not only does it do 
away with chafing and irritation, but it 
can't even be felt, once it’s in place. 
(Ie also eliminates belts, pins, pads.) 
No other kind of protection is as remarkable in 
preventing odor from forming. That’s 
another reason for the remarkable pop- 
ularity of Tampax. 

No other kind of protection is as easy to dis- 
pose of. Actually, Tampax is so small that 
a month's supply slips into the purse. 
No other kind of protection can be worn con- 
veniently in shower or tub. Tampax can! 





Doctor-invented Tampax is made of 
pure, compressed surgical cotton in 
throwaway applicators. Get your supply 
at any drug or notion counter in a choice 
of 3 absorbencies: Regular, Super, Junior. 
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 





Accepted for Advertising 
by the Journal of the American Medical Association 
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Her marriage to Quent called off after it was found that she had a Negro 
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It wasn’t hard for Doug to fall for Sheila, a cute little Wac, but that snapshot 
convinced him that what he thought was love was only loneliness. 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 





By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: I am 

eighteen years old. Some time ago, 
I met and married a soldier who was sta- 
tioned at a camp near my home town. 
We love each other dearly, but my prob- 
lem concerns a third party—naturally 
another girl. When he gets out of the 
Army we are going to live in his home 
town in Maryland. 

He also left a girl back home but when 
we met, he wrote her and called it 
“quits.” She is a persistent soul and is 
not willing to give him up even though 
he is married to me. In what way do you 
suggest that I handle this problem? Do 
you think I should depend on my charm 
alone, or should I “forewarn and fore- 
arm”? V.5. 

Dear V.S.: 

You are using your imagination to 
make a mountain out of a mole hill. Why 
don’t you relax and enjoy your marriage 
and stop worrying about your husband’s 
former girl friends? If every wife won- 
dered whether her husband still had extra 
friendship for his ex-girls, most of them 
would be terribly unhappy. Frankly, | 
think you have absolutely nothing to 
worry about. 

After all, he married you instead of 
the girl back home. Have faith in your 
husband and don’t start pestering him 
with questions about his comings and go- 
ings when he returns home. That is one 
of the quickest ways to send him away 
from home. Remember it was your 
charms that helped you get your hubby. 
so use them to keep him. It’s just as sim- 
ple as that. (Continued on Page 80) 





Listerine Stops 


Bad Breath 
4 Times 





Better 


Than An 


Tooth Pa 


No tooth paste— Regular, Ammoniated, 
or Chlorophyli—can give you 
Listerine’s lasting protection 


Before you go any place where you 
might offend . . . on a date, to a party, 
to any business or social engagement .. . 
remember this: Far and away the most 
common cause of offensive breath is the 
bacterial fermentation of proteins which 
are always present in the mouth. So the 
best way to stop bad breath is to get at 
bacteria . . . to get at the major cause 
of bad breath. 


No tooth paste kills odor 
bacteria like this—instantly. 
That’s a job for an antiseptic. And that 
explains why, in clinical tests, Listerine 
Antiseptic averaged four times better in 
stopping bad breath than the leading 

tooth pastes it was tested against! 


Listerine Antiseptic does for you what 
no tooth paste can possibly do. Listerine 
instantly kills bacteria—by millions— 





stops bad breath instantly, and usually 
for hours on end. No tooth paste, of 
course, is antiseptic. Chlorophyll doesn’t 
kill germs— but Listerine kills bacteria 
by millions, gives you lasting antiseptic 
protection against bad breath. 


So, remember—especially before any 
date—Listerine Antiseptic, always! 





LISTER! 





NE ACTS ON 3 AREAS WHERE BR 


EATH ODORS CAN START 
































LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC 


The most widely used 
antiseptic in the world 
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FOR THE LIGHTER, BRIGHTER COMPLEXION 


THAT WELCOMES Close-upo | 


Maybe it’s a camera that’s close-up, or 
maybe it’s the special man in your life. 
In either case, you want your complex- 
ion to be lovely, light and clear. 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
or toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest—and 
causes women to exclaim, ‘“‘How lucky 


she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 
NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 
There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both guaranteed to sat- 
isfy or your money back. Get NADINOLA 
right away! NapINoLa, Paris, Tenn. 


JUST ONE JAR WILL MAKE YOUR COMPLEXION BRIGHTER AND LOVELIER! 


SAVE MONEY NOW! 


HLF PRICE SEO A A DEN OLA 


#12 Value 


DELUXE BLEACHING CREAM 


$1 VALUE—ONLY jo} OT. 


AT LEADING STORES NOW! ACT FAST, THIS OFFER IS LIMITED! 
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MAKE money SPARE OR FULL TIME 


LINDO 311, WATERTOWN, MASS. 








7 HIS IS THE period of the year when 

fresh emphasis should be placed upon 
the various phases of life which have a 
direct bearing upon the personal welfare 
and progress of every individual. All of 
nature in the northern hemisphere is be- 
ing vibrated into renewed life and 
animation, making it a most appropriate 
time to set in motion plans to accom- 
plish some worthy ambition. 

Those who act now can benefit by the 
upward and outward stimulation of the 
powerful solar rays which make for 
health, prosperity and the joy of abun- 
dant living. And here is some timely and 
practical information: A change in the 
planetary positions is close at hand, in 
cicating new opportunities and flush 
prospects in many directions connected 
with occupations, business and the pro- 
fessions. 

April is the time to be in readiness 
for changes for the better—for new open- 
ings that will bring about the fulfillment 
of one’s ambitions. For example, if a 
new job connection or change in employ- 
ment is desired, now is the time to make 
application, so that when openings occur, 
the applicant will be first in line for the 
call to fill the job. 

This applies equally to those in busi- 
ness or professional lines and they should 
prepare for added service and produc- 
tivity. The end of May brings the money 
planet Jupiter into a new productive part 
of the Zodiac, brightening the prospects 
of many persons. 

A luxury ray of the planet Venus is 
aglow from the fourth of the month on- 
ward, making it a good time for the 
selection and purchase of wearing ap- 
parel, jewelry, (Continued on Page 51) 
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Letters To The Editor 


‘MY HUSBAND IS A KING’ 

I really appreciate the article, “My Husband 
Is A King” by Marie Cole, in the February is- 
sue. Nat is one of my favorite singers and has 
been since 1944, since | heard his recording 
of “For Sentimental Reasons.” 

What I like most about this article is that 
Marie seems to have great devotion for her 
husband; and not his money. The only thing I 
can say is that I wish | were in her place. If 
I could, | know I would love him as much. 

Irene Moore 
Nashville, Tenn. 


I am an old reader of TAN and enjoy read- 
ing it, but I would like to express my mind 
about “My Husband Was A King” by Marie 
Cole. | admire Marie for enjoying her hus- 
band. She means well, I am sure, but is def- 
initely on the wrong track. Doesn’t she know 
that by bragging and putting him on the shelf 
she is only giving another woman a chance at 
him, and I do mean a younger one? 

Every family has ups and down and | do 
mean outstanding people. You will find more 
divorces among movie stars than any. 

Dorothy Bradford 
Birmingham, Ala. 


BARBARA VELASCO 


Just read the February issue of your won- 
derful TAN and I loved every story, espe- 
cially “I’m Not Afraid To Say Yes,” by Bar- 
bara Velasco. I love Miss Velasco for her 
honesty. Perhaps if more girls or women were 
that honest, this wouldn’t be such a bad world 
to live in. 

Albert Johnson 
Kansas City, Kans. 


RUTH BROWN 


Again I find it a great pleasure to comment 
on your fine magazine. This time it’s “Mama, 
He Treats Your Daughter Mean” by Ruth 
Brown. | have always held a secret admiration 
for Miss Brown, and wherever she may appear 
there is sure to be one friend of hers in the 
audience—(me). 

I am in love with her voice and everything 
about her. She is a very fine singer and a much 
finer young lady and will always have a special 
place here in my heart. I understand that Miss 
Brown has a number of friends at the plant 
where I work. We have chosen her our #1 
pin up girl. Here she will not be treated mean. 

James W. Smith 
Bangor, Me. 


I have just finished reading “Mama, He 
Treats Your Daughter Mean” by Ruth Brown 
and | think that it’s wonderful. I am crazy 
about Ruth’s singing, better than any other 
singer | know. I hope she gets the kind of 
husband she wants. 

1 remember when Ruth and Billy came to 
Galveston, Texas, my hometown, last year. I 
didn’t have any clothes so I went in my blue 
jeans and shirt. I would like to have Ruth’s 
address and picture. I am 17 and I have been 
a TAN fan for two years. I like it. 

Ida M. Houston 
Clinton, Oklahoma 


I read the Ruth Brown story, which is great 
as a bug. I think Ruth Brown is one of the 
greatest persons that ever lived. I’ve had the 
chance to see Ruth twice, both times in Augus- 
ta, Ga. The first time she was with Willis Jack- 
son’s band and the second time with Rhythm 
and Blues of 1953 which was tops, she most 
of all. 


I also knew her husband, Jimmy Ear! Brown. 
Ruth said in her story that she thought her 
first marriage was too young but from my mind 
I really don’t think she married the right man 
to begin with because Ruth is wonderful. 

Ruth Moseley 
Cincinnati, O. 


I am a steady reader of TAN, and have been 
for the last four years. I have just finished 
reading “Mama He Treats Your Daughter 
Mean,” by Ruth Brown. She is a great singing ° 
star, and her success has not gone to her head. 
She is still plain Ruth in heart. 

Mrs. Janie McMillian 
Wendell, N.C. 


FOR LONELY PEOPLE 


I’ve read most issues of TAN and I think 
it’s swell. I have read many others, but think 
your magazine tops them all. I would like to 
make a suggestion which I know most of your 
Negro readers will go for. Since I am a Negro 
reader myself, | know. 

I suggest that you start a correspondence 
club. That will give the lonely people all over 
the world a chance to know different people. 

(Miss) B. Braden 
Nashville, Tenn. 


‘TOO PERFECT WIFE’ 


I am a reader of TAN and enjoy it very 
much. I’ve just finished the February issue and 
really enjoyed reading “Too Perfect Wife” and 
“Green Eyes.” 

As soon as I read TAN, I send it to my hus- 
band, Sgt. Milton Graves, Jr. stationed in In- 
chon, Korea. Keep up the good work. 

Julia A. Graves 
Speigner, Ala. 



























[rv-/ fasier, surer protection tor your most ir 


New Improved 
Vaginal Suppositories 


NORFORMS 


v TESTED by Doctors 
Vv TRUSTED by Women 





ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA 


Trathicmaeleaevalemalealel 
imate marriage problem 


A ((idiithiec, (Protection from germs) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new 
formula combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new 
base melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective 
film that permits long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2 Yiaderuaent (Protection from odor) 

Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
effective than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing odors, 
yet have no “medicine” or “‘disinfectant’”’ odor themselves. 


t mail this coupon to: De 
r : Dept. T-44 
orwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y, 


it Please 
(! plain cone <7 the new Norforms booklet, in a 


. 


Name. 
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2 (inwcntinit (So easy to use) 

Norforms are small vaginal suppositories that are so easy and 
convenient to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
measuring. They’re greaseless and they keep in any climate. 
Your druggist has them in boxes of 12 and 24. 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 





(PLease print) 
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L used to hate everyboay...Lut In 
7 fe meee 





"I used to hate everybody for staring at the ugly 
pimples on my face. I was so miserable I even ran 
away from home, but I couldn’t run away from the 
itching and stinging of those pimples. Then I used 
Black and White Ointment to ease the itching and 
stinging. I've been a different person ever since. 
After using so many other ointments, I found grand 
help for discomfort in Black and White Ointment. 


I wouldn’t be without it.” 


Una J. Francis, Los Angeles, California 


OVER 51 MILLION PACKAGES SOLD 
Ease itching, stinging of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple ringworm, get 
Black and White Ointment. Anti- 
septic action helps prevent spread 
of infection. 254, 60¢, 854. To cleanse, 
use Black and White Skin Soap. 

























Don‘t be 
HALF-SAFE 






























Rub it In—Rub Oder Out ... 
Rub lt In--Rub Perspiration Out 


USED DAILY, Arrid gives you a new kind of 
protection from perspiration and odor— 
rubbed-in protection. Arrid, the vanishing 
ream deodorant, now contains magic new 
PERSTOP. Just rub Arrid in—rub odor out. Rub 
Arrid in—rub perspiration out. Rub Arrid in 
daily for this exclusive 5-way protection: 

|. Prevents the appecrance of under- 
arm perspiration, with the super-effective 
antiperspirant action of PERSTOP. 

2. Remeves odor from perspiration in- 
stantly, surely, on contact. 


New Vanishing Cream Deodorant Proved 
1 TIMES MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRY¥and ODORLESS 


3. Gives 1% times more security! 
Doctors’ tests prove Arrid, when used daily, 
is 114 times more effective than any other 
leading deodorant tested. 

4. Safe for clothes. Safe for finest fabrics. 
5.A pure, white, stainless vanishing 
cream. Safe for normal skin. 


































By James Goodrich 


ILLY ECKSTINE makes for live 

conversation among jazz people 
practically every time he cuts a record- 
ing. But rarely has one of the crooner’s 
records stirred up as much talk in the 
trade as the two-part version of St. 
Louis Blues which he made recently with 
the Metronome All Stars for MGM. 
Reason: the disc marked something of a 
departure for Billy from his regular vo- 
cal style. 

Singing bluesy blues on one side, 
breezy bop on the other—both in im- 
promptu. fashion — cashmere-voiced 
Billy turned in a couple of surprise per- 
formances that set critics to debating 
about the merits of his efforts. 

Metronome Magazine, sponsor of the 
recording, thought Eckstine’s singing on 
it was “truly great. Billy hasn’t sung 
as well on records in ages.” 

Metronome’s rival magazine, Down- 
beat, expressed disfavor with the Eck- 
stine treatment of the renowned W. C. 
Handy standard. Observed Downbeat: 
“Billy Eckstine is uncomfortable on Part 
I with the stale lyrics, demode melody 
and inexcusable lack of arrangement, 
and downright foolish on Part II when 
he tries to sing bop.” 

Eckstine has made no formal rebuttal 
to the criticism. But he could boast, if 
he wanted to, that his Metronome re- 
cording has sold well in record marts, is 
a steady hit on jukes and disc jockey 
shows. Eckstine had veteran support on 
the release. In the cast: trumpeter Roy 
Eldridge, pianist Teddy Wilson, tenor 
saxists Lester (Continued on Page 82) 
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Coley Wallace 














By Dan Burley 


RVIN C. MILLER, the veteran showman, is in New 

York planning for a revival of his famous Brown 
Skinned Models, a girlie show that has been on display 
throughout the country for the last 27 years . . . Miller, 
who is one of the three fabulous Miller Brothers (Quin- 
tard and Flournoy C.) was reported to be disbanding the 
revue that cradled many of show business’ most noted 
Negro girl lovelies. 

Cab Calloway’s daughter, Mrs. Camay Calloway Brooks, 
is one of the most popular teachers on the staff of the 
mixed Burgundy country day school in Alexandria, Va. 

. Only one Negro pupil is among her class of 20 first- 
graders. 

o 8 °9O 

Most underrated singer of them all, Bobbe Caston of 
Detroit, has recently signed under the Moe Gale Agency 
banner . . . Nobody touches her in singing Call Me Dar- 
ling . . . She first clicked in Chicago back in 1933 when 
she was featured at Square Washington’s old White Sox 
Inn on 35th St. and when she was the wife of playboy 
Earl Caston . . . She went back to Detroit where she is a 
tradition and deserted that town for New York but for 
a brief spell when she sang at Small’s Paradise and at the 
721 Club on Sugar Hill. 

Detroit wolves, incidentally, call for the waitress and 
some more liquor after watching the exciting Doris Smart 
at Uncle Tom’s Plantation toss her well-educated hips. 

o oO °9O 

Coley Wallace’s next move since Ezzard Charles 
showed him the futility of hoping for a heavy- 
weight title shot at Rocky Marciano, will be to form 
a singing group called the Wallace Brothers .. . 
There'll be three brothers in it, Coley, his kid 
brother, Alston, now a paratrooper at Fort Bragg, 
and Johnny . . . His sister, Frances, will be in- 
veigled into being a member . . . Incidentally, all 
three have better than average voices. 


Andy Razaf, most famous of all the Negro Tin Pan 
Alley composers, is at his home in Los Angeles putting 
the finishing touches on his autobiography, one of the 
most amazing and encouraging stories in the history of 


Negro entertainment . . . Andy can be reached at his 
home, 3429 Country Club Drive, Los Angeles, 19. . . 
o 98 9 


Promoters are scratching their hair out over reports 
that Norman Granz and his Jazz At The Philharmonic 
venture grossed over $600,000 in 1953 on its three tours 
.. . Granz is plotting his 1954 itinerary which will call 
for another tour of the Far East (Continued on Page 81) 












LATEST 
FRENCH 
FIGURE 
REDUCER 


INSTANTLY es 
MEASURES) «| 


SLIMMER “3 3 


OR IT COSTS om, Diets 
As your figure gets slimmer . . . slimmer 
- slimmer, the wonder-working lace panel 

adjusts and gives you exact, comfortable, 
action-free wear every day! 

TAKES YEARS OFF YOUR FIGURE! 

Now at last you can instantly look 2 sizes 
smaller and years younger. Fabulous hi-waist 
gives you the fashionable thin waist and long 
torso that’s in vogue today. You'll imme- 
diately look taller and slimmer as inches dis- 
appear from your waist, hips, thighs and 
derriere. 

GLORIOUS COMFORT WITH MIRACLE ELASTIC! 
For the first time you can have easy-breathing 
comfort and day-long support. Incredible 
power elastic g-i-v-e-s and s-t-r-e-t-c-h-e-s as 
you sit, bend, stretch. You’ll enjoy unmatched 
ease and comfort as you work and relax. Only 
French Figure REDUCER gives you the happy, 
healthy way to sleek teenage slimness—-or 
you pay nothing! 

SUPERBLY TAILORED 

Made of finest, costliest, perspiration-absor- 
bent fabrics. Guaranteed to keep its stretch 
and shape through seasons of wear. Will not 
roll or curl on top. Washes like a dream— it’s 
a beauty to behold! 

° 9 8 Nude, White, or Blue 
° © —, IN TWO STYLES 

Y Regular or panty girdle with 

snap-button crotch and garters. 
NO EXTRA CHARGE FOR EXTRA LARGE SIZES 
SMALL—(25-26) “Plus” sizes for the fuller figure 
ye ot me ae 28 aS a. XXX (36-38) 
ARGE— X_ (39-40) 


(29 
EXTRA LARae—(31- 32) XKKKX (41-48) 
XXXXXX (44-46) 


SEND NO MONEY + 10 DAY FREE TRIAL 
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ANNETTE FASHIONS, Dept. R91D | 
45 East 17th Street, New York 3, N. Y. 
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| PLEASE rush FRENCH Figure Reducer on 
proval. IF not delighted, I may return it within 

| ten (10) days for refund of purchase price. 

| 0 Send C.0.D., I'll pay $______ plus postage. 
(J I enclose ) Resuiar you pay postage. 

| Please Regular ‘a Panty with removable 
Check Girdle Girdle crotch 

| Creat SEND EXTRA 

| SIZE please___.. ME... CROTCHES @ 40c ea. 
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ist Color Choice. 2nd Color Choice. 
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someone else, all my resistance melts. 
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Russ was so sure that Zelda was different from the six types 
} of women he had been warned against that he was ready to 
é marry her and then along came a seventh type. 


6 OMEN ARE all alike,” Russ said 

offhandedly. “Zelda’s no better 

no worse than the average and we 

each other—so we're going to get 
ied.” 

*“Kid, you’re so wrong it’s a pity,” | 
told him. “Take my advice and get out 
while the getting’s good!” 

“But our engagement has already been 
nounced,” he protested, “and her folks 
e going ahead with the plans—” 

“All the more reason for you to check 


"We had relapsed into calling each 
ther the nicknames we'd had in the 
‘Army, even though this was our first 
lmeeting since Korea. I had run into 
or the Kid, as he was. known in 
tur outfit—the week before and he had 
made good his promise to drop by for 
i drink with me. 
~ But our glasses stood untouched as we 
ot off on the subject that takes the spot- 
! whenever two or more men get 
jogether—women. 
> Being the oldest and most experienced 
my in our outfit, I was the one all the 
fellows used to run to with their troubles. 
[hey just naturally turned to me for 
ice and I must admit that I had an 
er for everything. Making your 
Way alone in the world from the age of 
6 and living in a big city, you’re bound 
lo know the score when they draft you 
E the age of 30 and stick you in the 
nidd of a war. 
But if there was one subject on which 
was more of an expert than any other, 


I had done my best to wise him up, 
but now I could see that he was still 
plenty square. I could just picture the 
way some chick had latched on to him, 
fresh out of the Army, and was rushing 
the poor guy to the altar so fast he didn’t 
know what was happening. 

“My man, you came around just in 
the nick of time,” I told him. “Another 
week or so it would have been too late.” 

Russ took a big gulp of his drink and 
rubbed his forehead in desperation. 
“But Lou, I can’t back out now! Besides, 
I love Zelda.” 

I could see it was going to be tough 
convincing him, but I felt it was my 
duty to make a stab at it. “You said a 
minute ago that all women were alike, 
but that’s where you’re dead wrong, Kid. 
Women fall into certain very definite 
types,” “Tell me a little 
about this girlfriend of yours and I'll tell 


I went on. 


you what type she is.” 

He shook his head in bewilderment. 
“But what good will that do? Suppose 
you tell me she’s Type A or Type B—so 


‘ what?” 


I groaned. “I'll tell you whether she’s 
Worth taking a chance on or I'll warn 
you to get out of town, that’s what!” 
Russ finished his drink and stood up 
to g0, “Look, Lou, I took your advice 
and Tan to you with all my troubles 
when I was in the Army because, let’s 
face it, B.didn’t know beans about GI 
life. You did, so that made you an au- 
He | jabbed jan accusing finger at me. 


“But lat makes you so darn sure you’re 


‘when it comes to women? 


a In other Words, what’s your claim to 


the knew about life ees from aske 


ee ae 
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a ‘scornful eye on him. “Sit 
ike rdered, putting some of the 
rm authority nated my voice, ‘Ti m 


: t T'm going to do is for your own 

‘Some day you'll thank me.” 
r Fa pretty mixed-up: kid and | 
: for him as he Sat down and 
lly, “What are you going 





Amazing New! 


YOUNG FORM BRA 


Smooths Away ‘Spare Tire’’ Roll! 


Have you had the common bra problem— 
comfort but not support ... or fit, but not 
comfort? Then here is the “bra” for you! 
Proper fit, correct support, complete com- 
fort and a lovely bosom line—all in one 
brassiere and at a remarkably low price. 
Fine Detail + DIAPHRAGM CONTROL 


Smooth, fine long-wearing broadcloth, with 
wonderful under-bosom support: and “‘lift”’ 
in the semi-circular bands stitched inside 
the bottom half of the cups. A center panel 
with the same unusual stitched bands pro- 
vides and maintains correct 
separation. A marvelous elastic 
band comfortably firms and 
\jsmooths away a “spare-tire” 
roll. It fastens at the side, just 
the way you want it, with an 
adjustable closing. Beautifully 
made, with dainty, flirty lace 
aay eh all around wt ” shoulders. Bust 
sizes Cups B, C, D. 
You risk oothing. Order today. Wear your 
“Young Form” Bra for 10 days. If you are 
not simply delighted just return it for a 
refund. Bust sizes 34-44... $2.98. 
mp Sizes 46-56 $3.98. 





$98 10 DAY TRIAL FREE 


The S.).Wegman Co. 
35 Wilbur ST. Lynbrook. 

Send me my “‘Young Form" bra by return mail. 

if | am not 100% delighted after 10 days FREE 

TRIAL | may return it for prompt refund ef the 

full purchase price. 

How many. ..- Bust size. soso Wes. 
Send C. 0. D. | will pay postman on delivery 
plus a few cents postage. 

[]! enclose payment. The S. J. Wegman Co. will 
pay postage. Same money-back guarantee. 


Dept. 642-Y 


Address 








Was | Hlattowd. 


when I was elected 
Miss Model Steno 


Says business git! 


| **Was I flattered when I was elected 





Miss Model Steno... The camera 
close-up for publicity shots came 


+K Yes, you can beautify XK out perfect! A professional model 
your complexion the HK told me about Black and White 
same way professional Vanishing Cream as a make-up 
models do with Black and * base to keep complexion looking 
White Vanishing Cream. — = oe Sa a8 
It’s greaseless (can’t ; 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness, 
Make-up looks fresher, 
skin feels softer. 


@ For face powder that 
clings like mist, 
lipstick that stays 
on and on, 

look for the nome 
Black and White 










La Verne Johnson 
Homestead, Pa. 


Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Also soften skin with 
Black and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 































remarkable, new FRONT ZIPPER © 


SHAPE-O-LETTE 


V nips waist V provides uplift 
V slims silhouette—like nothing else can! 





Ry, 





Picking an underfashion isn’t enough anymore 
it must be selected to give you the smooth, 
new, unbroken silhouette! And —— rs 
have today’s trim, tapered, pencil slim s 
with bate Ae different SHAPE-O-LETTE. 
Just ZIP for instant FIT! No more stretching, 
straining . . . no more cup pinching . . . no 
bulges, rolls—anywhere! Powerful, all Lastex 
action-back provides firm comfortable sup- 
port without ugly crease marks. Here is an 
ingenious all-in-one that is altogether the 
season’s most daring, most exciting figure- 
builder. Best of all—sensationally new, wonder- 
fitting, front-zipper SHAPE-O-LETTE costs little 


more than longline bra alone! 


. uplift bra 

2. plunge bra 

3. waist nipper 
4, garter belt 





WHITE PINK BLUE BLACK 
A cup, 32-38 B cup, 34-40 C cup, 38-42 
‘ced wo money! Satisfaction Guaranteed! 


WILCO FASHIONS CO, Dept. 1F 196 a 
45 E. 17th St, N.Y. C. 













cup Size......Ist Color Choice...... ee 
© ! enclose $5.95. You pay postage. (© Send C.0.0 
twill pay postage. 


Wn pccsascaxssavswaspncedyacotercoasessresasen 
oy : EXTRA! Smooth hook 'n’ eye 






ABGIUEB.. occ rccccccccgecccccccccccccccccccccecccceces 
INL vcciduiu wae estiawsdusesie agence nagei wanes to any plung 
Money-Back Guarentee! not delighted, | may return in 10 days: Adjustable straps included. 








poems of 
devotion 


AGONY 
What is there worse 
On this earth than 
To be unable to 
Stop loving you, 
Knowing well I should; 
To meet a gray dawn, 
To start a bleak day, 
To drag on downstairs, 
To try and smile over, 
To leave and return, 


Than a tear-wet pillow? 
—Bill Smallwood 


NEEDLESS 
You need not think 
I still remember 
The aching sweet 
And flaming ember 


From the nearness 
Of your lips, 
Tracery of 
Finger tips,— 


Or that my heart 
Still longs for you... 
You need not think this— 


But it’s true. 
—Gladdie Mary 


A MEMORY 
My parted love, do you remember 
That twilight in the fire-lit room, 
In a far-off snow-filled December 
When we sat silent in the gloom? 


I turned to find your eyes were wet, 
And asked why you should shed a tear. 
Your voice vibrates in memory yet. 
You said, “Because I love you, dear.” 


“But love should never make you weep. 
Love is as happy as the day. 

And both our loves are strong and deep,” 
| said, and kissed your tears away. 


Ah, you remember not a whit. 
How rapidly your memories fleet. 
But I shall still remember it 


Until my heart has ceased to beat. 
—Dudley Randall 
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how he proposed 
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BY MRS. SUSIE (BUTTERBEANS) EDWARDS 


UTTS (that’s my husband, Butter- 

beans), and I have been in public 
practically all our lives. That is during 
the time when we aren’t sleeping or try- 
ing to get a rest away from the foot- 
lights. In fact, our marriage itself was 
a public show and we were actually 
paid for getting married. Forty dollars 
apiece! 

But we didn’t really know we were 
married until over six weeks after the 
ceremony. 

Here’s how it happened from the be- 
ginning. It was in 1915-16 and colored 
show business was booming. There 
were far more colored acts working and 
five times as many theaters and night 
clubs to work in than there are today. 
We had the old Theater Owners’ Book- 
ing Association (TOBA) wheel over 
which most of the big shows and revues 
traveled. Others worked the Columbia 
wheel and other circuits. Still others 
worked as tent shows and carnivals, all 
very popular at the time. 

Chicago, Philadelphia, Indianapolis, 
Cincinnati, Harlem, Baltimore, Atlanta, 
Birmingham, Memphis, St. Louis, Kan- 
sas City, Savannah, Dallas—all these 
towns were big ones where colored show 





business is concerned. Acts like Billy 
King, Billy Kersans, Bert Williams, Ada 
Overton, Ma Rainey, Emmett Anthony, 
Artybelle McGinty, Grant and Wilson, 
Nettie Perry, Clara Smith, Tim Moore, 
Chippie Hill, Gallie de Gaston, the Whit- 
man Sisters, and Bill Robinson were the 
big noise. 

Butts (his real name is Jodie Ed- 
wards) came up from his hometown, 
Marietta, Ga., in 1915, and I came from 
Pensacola, Fla., to join the chorus of Ma 
Rainey’s traveling show then working 
Alabama territory. I was 14 years old 
and Butts, 15, at the time. We passed 
one another during the course of our 
work in the show. Beyond that, we had 
little in common except to greet each 
other in the morning or evening. 

A white promoter named C. W. Parks, 
promoted the Ma Rainey show in a tent 
engagement in Greenville, S. C., the next 
year and that’s when things started hap- 
pening fast for Butts and me. We were 
just a couple of kids dancing for a liv- 
ing. Few people paid much attention to 
us. The show had big name people in 
it. We were glad to even be working in 
it. 

Well, it hap- (Continued on Page 56) 
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~~ CONCENTRATES 


SLIMMING 


ACTION 
ON TUMMY 
& WAIST 











e Automatically 
adjusts for per- 
fect fit « Off or 
on in a jiffy. « 
© |Lightweight . . . 
| Jboneless e Extra 
strength, extra 
stretch, all-elas- 
Stic Wonder-Web. 
e Reinforced for 
jong wear. ¢ 
Four 10-inch ad- 
justable garters. 
e Guaranteed to 
combine style 
and quality or 
no cost. « Extra 
flattering — ex- 
tra flattening 
e Girdle that 
walks with you 

. will never 
ide up. 
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You'll Look Taller and Slimmer 


Wear TUMMY-TRIM with or without a girdle. TUMMY- 
TRIM is in reality an entirely new kind of lightweight 
girdle. its extra FLATTENING pressure is due to the 
criss-cross design plus a new strength elastic that 
s-t-r-e-t-c-h-e-s and adjusts automatically to shape your 
figure. Solid comfort! Better, more healthful posture! 
Exquisitely made! TUMMY-TRIM will actually improve 
af figure instantly and continue to better it day by day 
he lacy trim completes its all-feminine picture. The four 
extra-length adjustable garters are scientifically placed 
for comfort and to glamourize your legs. 


10 DAYS FREE TRIAL 


Order today. Wear your TUMMY-TRIM for 10 days . Test 
it! Examine it! If not 100% delighted with your new 
figure and the tremendous value, return for prompt 
refund of the full purchase price. 

Waist sizes 24 te 30. ; ‘ 
Waist sizes 32 to 48......... 


FREE TRIAL COUPON 


The S. J. Wegman Company, Dept. T-249 
i Lynbrook, N. Y. r 

RUSH my new TUMMY-TRIM three-in-one at once. 
ait i am_not tmp 4 satisfied, | may return it after 

ad FREE trial for Brompt refund of full purchase 
| Size... ....(Waist size in inches) 

C Send C.0.D. 1 will pay postman on delivery cost of 

the garment plus few cents postage. ‘ 

Ot enclose payment. The S. 1. Weg Company will 

L pay postage. Same money-back guarantee. 
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Lighter grighle’srcin 
~ in just 7 days 


Begin now to have lighter, smoother, 
softer looking skin that attracts ad- 
mirers. Use famous Black and White 
Bleaching Cream as directed and 
watch your dull, dark skin take on a 
new radianceand beauty. Its bleach- 
ing action works effectively inside 
your skin. Modern science knows 
no faster method of lightening skin. 
Get it—use it today. 














Start your 
7-day test. 
Costs so 
little! 
35¢, 60¢ 
at all drug 
counters. 


BLACK == WHITE 





BLEACHING CREAM 








Hove alluring curves instead of sagging, heavy wid 
bust. Magic laced midriff adjusts to mold your figure. 
Enjoy sweet sixteen separation and firmness. 
LOOK SLIMMER — YOUNGER — MORE ATTRACTIVE 
1. Special design control cups, for maximum support 
for youthful separation, chafe proof seams. 
~ 2. Exclusive, adjustable, midriff gives 
custom-made fit. Does away with 
unsightly ‘tires,’ without —— 
and discomforts. Super pre shrun 
broadcloth. 
. V-shaped, elasticized 
breathe with you. 
Sizes 34-52 Cups B, C, D $2.98. 
ae aa <FREE 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 
The S. J. Wegman Co., Dept.n-157 ‘ 
836 Broadway, New York 3, N. Y. 
Send my ‘'NU-YUTH” Bra by return mail. If | 
am not 100% delighted I'll send it back in 10 
days for full purchase price refund. 
How many? (2 for $5.85) 
Bust size Cup size 
Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman $2.98 plus postage. 
| enclose $2.98. You pay postage. 
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TEEN 
TALK 


By Jane 


ie MAY SOUND corny in these days, 

but there still is no place like home. It 
took a Midwest lass less than two weeks 
to rediscover this recently. “I had no 
idea my own family could be so much 
fun,” she told a group of her high school 
pals when she returned to school after 
having been confined to her home be- 
cause of illness. 

She went on to explain that the family 
had spent three nights together just sit- 
ting around, and while she had expected 
to be bored to tears because she was a 
shut-in, it had turned out just the oppo- 
site, and she had had loads of fun, and 
the family antics had helped to take her 
mind off her own feelings. 

“I didn’t know that Gregg could do 
so many imitations so darned well. And 
you know, Dad is no jerk. He likes to 
look at the same television shows as 
Marge and | do,” she added. 

This young lass is just like hundreds 
of other teen-agers who are so busy mak- 
ing friends with outsiders that they do 
not have time to cultivate their own fam- 
ilies. During a recent holiday, it was 
estimated that more families in the U.S. 
celebrated the event together than in a 
half century. For one day in a year, the 
old-time family spirit was relived in its 
true loyalty and love, but why only once 
in 365 days? 

Teen-agers, the vibrant, buoyant gen- 
eration they are, are, perhaps, the most 
forgetful, the crack-brainiest set on 
earth, but on the other hand, they are 
the most adventurous, the most loving. 
While they stay away from home as if it 
were a jail, and their parents wardens 
or guards, they generally turn up for 
the most heart-pulling time of the year— 
the yuletide—and their presents rein- 
force a sometimes thinly disguised love. 

What makes teen-agers run? A lot of 
reasons from the first budding romance 
to the junior-sized edition of the Keep- 


Up-With-The-Jones philosophy, all of 
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which are as important to fresh-faced 
kids as a raise is to Dad’s welfare. But 
somewhere along the line, the apple- 
cheeked crowd has got to learn to run in 
the right direction—run home. 

All too often, guys and gals are so 
busy keeping up with the gang and the 
latest routines that they don’t have time 
to notice whether Dad is so burdened 
with work, bills and income tax prob- 
lems that he is looking ill and harried 
or that Mother is rot up to par. 

One high school senior who had a 
weekend job to earn money for his 
clothing and incidentals, began going 
around with a social club group and 
became so enthused with these activities 
that he spent all of his money for social 
affairs, theaters and football games. It 
happened that his father was hard 
pressed because of a slacking of work at 
the plant and that the family had to re- 
duce its spending. 

When the lad asked his father for 
some money to buy clothes, he discov- 
ered the plight for the first time. If he 
had been as interested in his family as he 
was previously, he would have known 
and have saved himself some embarrass- 
ment. 

Or take the case of the little date-baiter 
who was so wrapped up in her first year 
of “serious dating” that she spent all of 
her time on the telephone talking to pals 
and going out on weekends. It was a 
family custom that on the parent’s birth- 
days, the kids would get gifts and stay 
at home to celebrate in the evening. 

She got so carried away with a “new 
beau” that she plumb forgot her father’s 
birthday, forgot the gift, and made a 
date for that particular evening. Her 
father was really hurt by the oversight 
because he had been the one who in- 
sisted that she be allowed more privi 
leges in dating. 

If your extravagances are adding 
wrinkles to (Continued on Page 80) 
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9125: LUXURY PAGE BOY WIG. 





630: UPSWEEP CLUSTER CURLS. 
Looks wonderful wherever we place 
it on head. Invisible net... .$4.95 


30: some, © — double waves, ex- 
$9.95 






Nothing shows but 





151: 
thick. 
entire 


FEATHER HALO CURLS. Doubie 
Double lustrous. Curls circle 
head. Wonderfu! natural look. 

Only $9.95 










4%: DOUBLE PAGE BOY. Adds body 
of lustrous real hair to beautify 
your own. Reaches round head, past 


Double 
wavy human hair. Bangs. Perfect curis 
over temples, ears. On cool net. .$23.95 









Nature magic secret in Howard hairpieces, attachments, 
| glamours, wigs, discovered and enjoyed by thousands of 
women from Hollywood to Harlem... in 54 foreign countries. 





450: Half-cap, 
long. Has hand-m 


1560: Hand-made, 
for “never showing 







2% 
400: Pag 
sweeping, 
to ear wide. Matched to your hair. 


401: Extra thickness 


your new hair beauty! 


D.. 
Wear together, or se 


stantly enjoy many di 


411: 
ness. 


200: BRADED SIDE PUFFS. 
Wear on side, back, top, 





ears. Wear as upsweep, too. . $5.50 
426: EXTRA RICH AND HEAVY. EXTRA 
SMART $7.95 






So Easy to Put on and Wear 

Read Your 3 Magic Howard 

1, You part your own hair 
Howard wise. . . 

2. You place Howard hair 
beauty-aid 





2. You comb in your own hair 
.. . wonderful! 


That Cones With Your Order 


together, or separately. 
Dozens of hair-do's $4.50 


maa no ‘learning’ 
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all-over wig. Shoulder 
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$6.95 






with Heward Tresses . . 
of years of doing so much good. 


of beautifying hair. 


lems and hair losses, have grown new 


their own . . . because of the “nature-magic” 


in Howard hair beautifying. 
$2.95 


so wonderful.” 


new hair all their own. 


or a full all-over glamour or wig . . . 
can give you... . Den't put it OFF... 


Don't Delay! Mark 


Absolutely nothing in the world 
compares with Howard Tresses 
nothing can do as much for any 
woman. However, if you even 
believe you can buy these “3 
less money Howard wil 
gladly refund the difference 
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1025: GLAMOROUS SHORT BOB. Dou 
wavy hair. Softly curied. Many ae 


1026: Extra special invisible part. $24.95 


The secret? Howard Tresses do what ordi- 
nary hair things camnet do. They give you 
perfectly natural hair beauty. You look your 
best. You fee! your best. You enjoy that sure-of- 
yourself happiness that grows each time you 
hear a man or woman say, “You never looked 
Your outer beauty shows, your 
inner happiness glows. You “blossom out!” Even 
women who had practically no hair at all, choose 
the Howard way. Then they stop messing, press- 
ing, and guessing. And as a result grow beautiful 


TWO WAYS AT ONCE! 


YOU, TOO, can look better than you ever dreamed! 
0 . Jahan @ That’s why we make the sensational Howard guarantee, 


“There's absolutely nothing in the world to compare 
.” Only Howard has the record 


(1) More of the glamourous women through- 
out the whole world have found more beauty 
and glamour by wearing Howard Tresses. Yes, 
more than have found beauty in any other way 


(2) More women with most serious hair prob- 


hair of 


So whether your hair need is a small hair piece 


Start now to 


enjoy the magic hair beauty only Howard Tresses 


. “put it ON” 


NOT SOLD IN STORES 


and Mail 
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1426: Alse hand-made invisible part, but 
special “‘ne-shew” on Swiss silk. $29.95 
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Only that amazing natural beauty in Howard Tresses does so much for hair, it actually 
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205: FEATHER CURL : En 
circles entire head. Full curls 
in natural double waves. Real 
hair “like your own’... .$8.50 


206: Extra luxurious $0.88 


210: The SIREN: - a charm 
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flowing, shoulde: v-tong curves. 


765: GLAMOUR 
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CURLS. Covers the entire head. Cus- 


Caos and styles whole head in tom made on quarter lining. In- 
many most attractive ways. Reali visible life-long weave...... 14.95 
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IN MY HEART 


' AWAKENED that bland October 


~ morning with a feeling of wonderful 


vappiness, because I, Jessamin Butler- 


Warrenton, would be Mrs. Quentin Mor- 
ow III, wife of the only son of one of 
‘he richest and most socially prominent 
families of the South, in just two more 
days! What a long way I had come since 
y arrival in Carlston seven years ago! 
{| could hardly believe that I was the 
sme green country girl I’d been then, 
when I came to live with Aunt Alicia. 
Jut, sang my heart joyously, it was true, 
true, true! Only, now I was an elegant, 
lished young lady of whom everyone 
d, “She’s beautiful!” an opinion I 
i yself shared. 
| lay abed late that morning, pleasur- 
ably thinking of the glamorous future, 
enning the wonderful things I would 
like traveling abroad, ruling my own 
mptuous home, and perhaps in a few 


ars, ruling Carlston society, as Quen- ' 


in’s mother did now. But finally I had 
get up, for my fiancé would be calling 
‘or me at one o'clock, to take me to the 
inal wedding rehearsal at our church, 
vd it was already eleven-thirty. : 
However, I was ready when he arrived. 
' was in a gay mood, chattering away 
inimatedly, but Quent remained almost 
lent. and seemed unaccountably de- 
sssed. As we drove along, I finally 
ced, “What’s wrong, boy friend? 


Jon't you love me any more?” 


Quent’s quick, sidewise glance was 
eloquent denial, but his reply was a 
trifle odd, for he said, “I'll always love 


~ you, Jessamin—regardless!” 


I was about to say something when I 
noticed that we had taken the winding 
hill to his house, rather than the wide, 
cobbled street leading to our church, and 
flippantly I remarked, “I thought we 
were going to the scene of the impend- 
ing crime, but it seems we are headed 
for the Morrow dungeon. Because why, 
lover?” 

“Don’t, Jessamin,” Quentin exclaimed 
almost violently. “It’s not a joke!” 

I didn’t understand what he meant, 
but I said more soberly, “Of course it 
isn’t. But why are we going to your 
house when we are supposed to be at 
church?” 

“Oh, Mother wants to see you about 
something,” he told me, keeping his eyes 

I wondered wryly what Madam Mor- 
row wanted now. Nothing important, 
probably. It made no difference to her 
if she made us late for our wedding re- 
hearsal, because she was the Mrs. Mor- 
row, and lesser folk were supposed to 


wait on her pleasure. But I said, “ 
well, maybe she won’t keep us long. 
imagine the others are already 

church,” a 

“They probably are,” Quent agreed, 

But, as I quickly discovered, while 
bridesmaids and other friends 
to take part in our elaborate weddii 
might have been at the church, most ¢ 
their mothers and the rest of the leadi 
lights of our set were foregathered 
the music room of the spacious Morré 
home; and I knew something was dre 
fully wrong when I strode blithely i 
and iy gy eerste. hon. wae 
ceived in stony silence! 

I glanced around bewilderedly. Itw 
like a court! Mrs. Morrow sat at 
center of a small mahogany table, ster 
faced, like a—judge! The others, twel 
of them, were ranged back of her in 
rows of chairs, each as forbidding los 
ing as Mrs. Morrow. As my glam 
swept over them, I thought for a secor 
this was only some kind of prenupt 
joke. But I knew it wasn’t, for tho 
women were not acting, and the omingt 
atmosphere they created was real! A 
a cold shiver of apprehension 
through me. 


ULI cau 


Her marriage to Quent called off after it was discovered that 
she had a Negro father, Jessamin vowed to get even but she 
never thought that her revenge would end fatally. 























It wasn’t hard for Jessamin 
to get even with those who 
had hurt her, but she learned 
late that two wrongs do not 


always make a right. 


ee ak 


“Letty,” Mrs. Morrow commanded, 
you may close the door now.” 
Letty—Mrs. Letitia Byrnes—unsmil- 
sly obeyed and I stood in the center 
the room facing those cold-eyed 
men, not knowing what to expect, but 
ywing it wasn’t going to be good! 
Mrs. Morrow fixed her freezing gaze 
ne and opened the proceedings. 
Miss Warrenton,” she bégan, her 
rds dropping like brittle pellets of ice, 
accepted you among us in good 
th, believing that your background 


entitled you to a place in our select 
ranks. There now seems considerable 
doubt about that.” Her glance sharpened 
and so did her voice as she asked, “Miss 
Warrenton, did you ever hear of a town 
called Pine Hill?” 

I must have shown my shock, for then 
I heard Mrs. Morrow say: “You needn’t 
bother answering that question, young 
lady. It is rather obvious that Pine Hill 


does mean something to you.” 

“What if it does?” I cried wildly. 
“Why are you all staring at me like— 
like I was a criminal?” 

“Oh, no,” Mrs. Morrow replied, “that 
is, unless lying about one’s family can 
be called a crime.” 

I could see the ripple of malicious 
amusement that stirred among the other 
women as their eyes drilled into me. I 
tried desperately to say something, but 
my throat was locked as if by some iron 


hand. 


“Since it seems there is no point ig 
further questioning this Miss Warren. 
ton,” Mrs. Morrow announced, “perhaps 
we'd better have the other one, now.” 

The meaning of what she had said 
didn’t sink into my mind until Mrs, 
Byrnes, still stationed at the door, opened 
it and left the room. Then it hit me! 
The other Miss Warrenton! Terrible 
dread dragged my heart down into black, 


chilly depths. Because the other Miss 
Warrenton could only be my sister, 
Christine! : 

‘I wondered frantically how they had 
found out about her—about Pine Hill. 
If they really had found out— My mind 
shied from facing the consequences that 
possibility evoked. 

For Christine was as dark as my fa- 
ther, while I was as fair as my mother—| 
as fair as any of these haughty, pale 
skinned women in this room. And fran-7 
tically I prayed, “Oh, God, don’t let it 
happen!” (Continued on Page 61) 
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be embraced me gnd kissed 
Sihis time I responded eagerly, as 
fh all my pent-up hunger for 
Hover could no longer be denied. 
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IFE CAN BE simply wonderful when you are just eighteen, 
terribly in love with the only boy you've ever gone with, 
ind gorgeously thrilled as you secretly prepare to elope with 
him. | know, because that is exactly how it was with me! 
rhe one shadow on my joy was my promise to Greg to tell 
» one of our plans, not even my mother. However. I was just 
~ anxious as he to keep our secret from fis parents. for they, 
rat least his mother, would probably not approve of our mar- 
iage. Greg seemed to think that she would object because we 
vere too young, and even more, because he had not yet finished 
ollege. | had a feeling that it might be more than that. but 
ke Greg, | hoped that once we were married. his mother would 


iorgive us. 





But I did so want to let my own mother know, for never in 
\ life had | kept anything from her. Besides, I was certain 
that she would not seriously object, knowing as she did how 
razy Greg and I were about each other. But Greg said the only 


way to be sure nobody would interfere with our plans was to 





f her daughter's pregnan 


most ruined the lives of three 


a 
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Be Pim net good enough for you. Well, you con take 
our oid ring and give it to somebody in your class!” 





it a complete secret from eect yon 
until we were man and 

n and witel What » lovely, tocan 
ul phrase! Now, at last, my Me dicat 
aes m was coming true, and almost as 
1 imagined it. Nor did it really 
iietter too much that we wouldn’t have 
‘the church wedding I had always en- 
pned, Or that there would be no 
utiful bridal gown such as J had so 
; 4 n planned to the last detail. Or that 

he ie ceremony would be performed by a 
jastice of the peace. That Greg and I 

re to be married was all that counted. 

a I] would be graduated from Hanford 
f High that June and I ought to have had 
_ little thought for anything except the 
sctic activities leading up to that big 
event. But my thoughts were seldom up- 
x anything but my elopement with my 
jz ja stheart, which was set for the second 
after the close of school—June 29th. 
y reg had wanted to wait until at least 
Fa week after his twenty-first birthday, 
‘which was June 28th, to be sure that 
everything was strictly legal, but gave in 
to my plea that since we wouldn’t be 
having a church wedding, we at least 
could be married in June, the traditional 
bride’s month. 

“Oh, I suppose I was just being over- 
cautious,” he had told me. Then he 
pulled me into his arms. “Okay, darling- 
honey-angel-child, we'll get ourselves 
welded on June 29th. Satisfied now?” 

“Oh, darling-honey-angel-child,” I 
cried, throwing my arms around his 
neck and pulling his face down to mine. 
‘Then our lips met and clung, and for the 
first time I did not stop Greg when his 

_ caress became, well—exploratory. 
= Never had I allowed him to go that far 
before, although he had tried it many, 

iny times, especially during the past 
r, but not entirely for the reason I 
ve him when we argued about it, as 
fariably we did. What I told him was, 
at we simply must not do the kind of 
iting which seemed to arouse him so, 
br it would surely lead to something 
ore serious. 

We first reached a somewhat danger- 
ous point in our relationship when I was 

““fourteen and Greg was almost seventeen, 
-ahusky, laughing-eyed boy with pretty 
turly black hair. I was just emerging 
“from the long-legged, skinny stage and 
. _ my figure was filling out—at last. Before 
“then we had exchanged kisses once in a 
_ while, and Greg had gotten fresh once 
a twice, but it was strictly kid stuff. 


Greg was the only child of our next 
door neighbors, Dr. and Mrs. Maynard 
Rusk. We had grown up together. Dr. 
Rusk had just started his medical prac- 
tice when T was # year old and had at- 
tended my father in his last illness, the 
next year. To support us, my widowed 
mother took a job as cook for a wealthy 
fraternity on The Hill, meaning the dis- 
trict surrounding Hanford University, 
one of New England’s oldest colleges. 
And during the hard years of the de- 
pression, the Rusks had a difficult time, 
for few of Dr. Rusk’s patients could pay 
him. 

As a kid, I remember the packages 
Mother frequently brought home in the 
worn black leatherette bag she always 
carried tO and from work, and how, 
after dark, she would hand them over 
the fence to Mrs. Rusk and once I heard 
Mrs. Rusk say, “Dollie, you’re a true 
friend. I don’t know how we would 
have managed without you, all these 
years.” 

And Mother said chidingly, “Oh, you 
stop that foolishness, Liz. There’s al- 
ways plenty good leftovers that I'd have 
to throw out if I didn’t bring ’em home. 
And it’s a sin to waste food.” 

Maybe that’s why the Rusks, unlike so 
many of our friends, didn’t have to “go 
on relief.” The Olivers, who lived down 
the block, had to. although Mrs. Serena 
Oliver, from Boston, pretended other- 
wise. I heard Mother and Mrs. Rusk 
laughing about it because Mrs. Oliver 
was always bragging about her family’s 
“social position.” Mrs. Rusk said she 
was a member of the “Backyard Back 
Bay set,” whatever that meant. Mr. 
Oliver was a real estate broker, but no- 
body was buying houses much then. 

So Greg’s family and ours were real 
close and so were Greg and I. He had 
always seemed to prefer me to other 
girls, even though he was three grades 
ahead of me in school, and very popular 
with all the kids, girls especially. He 
was forever in and out of our house, and 
had come over one day after school to 
bring me a present for my fourteenth 
birthday, which was the next day. We 
got to wrestling over it when he teased 
me by holding it out of my reach. 

Then somehow, he was hugging me 
and this time it was different, because 
before, it was only a game and suddenly 
it wasn’t any more, for either of us. 
When I realized that, I tore away from 
Greg and ran outdoors. He didn’t come 


out right away, and when he did, he 
looked very strange and wouldn’t meet 
my glance or say anything and he went 
right home. I thought he was mad at 
me, but he was waiting for me out front 
at school time the next morning as usual 
and neither of us mentioned what had 
happened. 

But I remembered the exciting, fright- 
ening sensations I’d experienced during 
our struggle and how ashamed and guilty © 
I'd felt when Mother came home and I 
had to try and act like nothing »nusual 
had happened. Maybe I tried too hard. 
Qr maybe with a mother’s instinct, she 
sensed that something was wrong and 
guessed what it might be. Anyway, as 
I was getting into bed she came into my 
room in her shabby bathrobe and sat 
beside me. 

“You're going to be a pretty girl, 
Lee,” she smiled. “Fact is, you're real 
pretty right now.” 

“Oh, Ma!” I giggled, pleased, but 
nervous because I sensed what she was 
leading up to. “I didn’t expect you to 
be flattering me.” 

“I wasn’t saying that to flatter you, 
baby,” Mother laughed. Then she grew 
serious and added, “I was just stating 
a simple fact, that’s all. What I was get- 
ting at, when a girl gets your age and 
size, she’s as much woman as she’s ever 
going to be—physically. 

“But she doesn’t have the experience 
to protect herself. And that’s what I 
want to tell you. You can be tricked into 
doing wrong. I don’t just mean by boys, 
but by your own feelings. You under- 
stand what I mean, Lee?” 

She regarded me searchingly and 
somehow I met her glance and smmies, 
“Yes, Ma. ” 

“Well, it ain’t anything to be shnaid 
of,” Mother told me matter-of-foctly. 
“It’s s just the way all of us are. We 
wouldn’t be human beings if we weren't. 
But you have to guard against yourselj 
as well as against boys or men or-any-— 
body. Because once you let your natural 
feelings get out of control, well whatever 
happens then, you got only yourself to 
blame. You hear?” 

“Yes, Ma,” I mumbled again. 

“Give a man an inch,” Mother went 
on, “and he’ll take an ‘L,’ like the say- 
in’ goes. And that’s only natural, that’s 
the way men are. But you won’t never 
get into trouble if you don’t let anyone 
get past that inch, not to speak of that 
‘L.’” Time (Continued on Page 68) 
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BY HAZEL SCOTT 


Talented pianist-wife of U. S. Congressman 


Says that it is possible to have a successful ca- 
reer and a happy marriage but it takes careful 
planning and cooperation 


by both principals. 








— 
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Romping and playing with seven-year-old son, Skipper, affords re- 
laxation and happy moments for Hazel who takes housekeeping as 
seriously as she does her career. 


AM A BIT OF an authority on the 


subject of love versus a career, after 


eight years of marriage with Adam Clay- 
ton Powell, Jr. I have not abandoned 
the concert stage or show business, but 
neither have I neglected my family 
duties. The reason Adam and I have 
been able to build what must definitely 
be classified as a happy marriage is that 


from the first we were able to strike a 


reasonable balance between our home 
life and three different careers. 

Having a pianist, a minister and U. S. 
congressman, plus an irrepressible seven- 
year-old under one roof may sound like 
an invitation to disaster, however, we 
have not only survived but have loved 
every minute of being together. 

This, I think, is the foundation of a 
happy marriage if the husband or the 
wife—or both—have careers that make 
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vy demands on their time and energy: i 
together as much as _ possible. pd 
e is something wrong if a husband va 
| wife find they have to get away from “] 
) other in order to maintain a good | it 
itionship. To me it is an irritating ro | 
morbid thought; and I certainly . 
’t believe in separate vacations. eke 
Because I had achieved a certain Be 
unt of prestige in my professional 


eer, | had to make my decision be- 
> | got married. As important to me 
ny music was—and still is—I decided 
yuld never permit it to interfere with 
marriage. Hazel Scott would have 
play second fiddle to Mrs. Adam 
well, Jr. 
Whenever | am away from home on 
ir, filling engagements, it is with the 
approval of my husband. Adam 
ves the final decision up to me, mak- 
good use of his knowledge of psy- 
logy. No one likes to be told to go 
id in the corner, even if the Christmas 
is there. It is my own choice and 
1ake it a point never to be away fron 
or Adam III for more than six 
eeks at a time. Stepping from sleek Jaguar, Hazel, one of the most dramatic dressers in the enter- 


Chis self-imposed limit on my absences _tainment world today, models slim skirted tweed dress with curved front closure, 
one of four creations designed for her by Pierre Balmain, Parisian couturier. 


| 
| 
| 





1etimes makes my managers tear their 
in frustration. Last summer, for 
nstance, Adam and my son, Skipper, re- 
irned home after our vacation in Eu- 
pe, leaving me there to complete a tour 
Army installations. 
Subsequently | was booked at fabulous 
ns into halis in Antwerp, Amsterdam, 
| several cities in Switzerland, and was 
heduled for a part in a movie being 
ide in Paris. But I turned them down 
headed for home—my six weeks 





rc up. 
When my husband and | are apart we 
iss each other sorely. I remember that 
week or so after he and Skipper got 
me I telephoned from Paris. There 
1s nothing special I wanted to talk 
yut, | just wanted to hear his voice. 
the end of our trans-Atlantic conver- 





tion Adam gently reminded me that I 

asn’t phoning from the corner drug- oo 
re and hinted that economy was a 

irtue | might try practicing. 

[he very next day I received a tele- soffed 
one call from the States. As I waited That is 
the connection to be made, all sorts adjusts 
wild fears flooded through my mind, riage. 
h one more frightening than the last Singing and playing boogie-woogie piano in plush night club setting gives Hazel Z| 
something had happened to Skipper! opportunity to employ her rich musical talents. Trinidad-born pianist likes to hd 


was it Adam? Finally, after what swing the classics but is equally at home playing them “straight.” 
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seemed an eternity, Adam’s voice floated 
over the wire. 
| “What is it? What’s wrong, darling?” 
| demanded breathlessly. 
| “There’s nothing wrong, Curlytop,” 
| heassured me. “I just called because— 
| I'm lonesome!” 
| | didn’t have the heart to make the 
| obvious retort. I was lonesome, too. 
| Before my marriage, I would have 


| en 


: 
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soffed at any suggestion of “economy.” 
That is another way in which I have 
adjusted to the responsibilities of mar- 
tiage. My philosophy in the days when 
Iwas single was perhaps not unusual 
for a young entertainer who is earning 
thousands of dollars a week and basking 
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in the spotlight of fame that goes with 
it. Live for today, there’s always to- 
morrow, was the way I looked at life. 
Needless to say, this carefree attitude 
worried my mother and she took her 
problem to Adam, whom she knew be- 
fore I did and who for a long time had 
been her advisor. One afternoon I came 
home brimming over with excitement. 
| had just ordered a Russian broadtail 















Preparing favorite dishes for her famous husband is one of pranist’s delights and here 
she lets him in on the secret of “what’s cooking” for dinner. Married eight years, couple 
has disagreed on little things but never on important issues. 


coat, which, considering the other furs 
in my wardrobe, I needed like a hole in 
the head. 

Adam and Mother were talking to- 
gether when I entered, and they both 
eyed me with a “what are we going to 
do about her?” look. I knew they had 


been discussing me and my extrava- 
gances. In my arms were 14 pairs of 
shoes I’d just bought and I set the boxes 
down and proudly announced my inten- 
tion to buy the new coat. 

“We've just been over your accounts,” 
Adam said sternly. “You have exactly 
nine dollars and seventy-five cents in the 
bank. How in the world are you going 
to buy a fur coat?” 

“What of it?” I replied, tossing my 
head. “I’m making $4,000 a week. I'll 
have the money to pay for the coat by 
Monday.” 

Shaking his head to indicate that he 
was afraid I was a hopeless case, Adam 
sat me down and proceeded to lecture 
me on the financial facts of life. As I 
recall, I canceled the order for the new 
coat, but kept the 14 pairs of shoes—all 
the same style but in different colors! 

I’m supposed to be smart, but | still 
can’t figure how I can earn a dollar and 
only 25 cents of it belongs to me. I am 
in what is known as the 75 per cent 
bracket for income taxes. Adam con- 
tinues to be patient with me on such 
matters, but says that I belong to the 
Golden Era, when men drank cham- 
pagne out of slippers. 

I have a firm of accountants, business 
managers — three of them — a concert 
manager and an agent for my work in 
the popular field. I still am baffled by 
business details. When I read the zeros 
on my pay check I can’t seem to realize 
that’s just what they are—zeros! 

Adam and | were married eight years 
ago last August first. | am not going to 
say that in all that time we have never 
had any arguments. People who live to- 
gether for any length of time and claim 
they have never quarreled are either in- 
sufferable bores or liars. We have had 
our flareups, but only over little things. 
On the big things, the important ones, we 
agree. The wonder is that our personali- 
ties don’t clash more often because we 
both are the volatile type, full of nervous 
energy. 

The secret is really very simple: we try 
as hard as possible not to be physically 
exhausted at the same time. If you’re 
tired, you’re more apt to be irritable and 
fly off the handle as tempers approach 
the boiling point. If one is not tired he 
can say to the other, “All right, darling, 
we'll talk about it in the morning.” It 
works almost like magic. 

You hear a great deal about “tem- 
(Continued on Page 65) 
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Ithough she wanted her rival out of the way, Muriel still 
lid not relish the idea that she was responsible for her tragic 
death, but there was always Joel. 


HEN SHE LIFTED her shrill, 
piercing voice several octaves high- 
than the rest of the bridge-table bab- 
all the women hushed their chatter 
turned expectantly toward Gloria 
for the latest and juiciest in town 
sip. None of our crowd really liked 
ria, but we had to invite her to 
rything to find out what was going 


t was my deal, and as I slid the cards 
hanically around the table I, too, 
ed my eyes toward the short, squat 
woman with the fire-plug build 
| the dubious distinction of unofficial 
wn Crier.” 
in her best prima donna manner, 
oria was enjoying to the full this mo- 
t of itching anxiety. The women held 
eir breath with excitement while she 
1 cigarette, sipped her martini. Final- 
she turned slowly and quite deliber- 
y around to face me, and I felt my- 
stiffen with a mysterious, nameless 
even before she spoke. 
“Well, girls,” she drawled, her eyes 
ancing with mischief, “has anybody 
ird that Joel Adams is arriving in 
vn tomorrow?” The pause here was 
ed for the perfect dramatic effect. 
Vith his new bride!” 
[he words dropped into silence, then 
unced back off the walls like popcorn 
a hot skillet. Every woman in the 
ym, whether she knew it or not, was 
ring straight at me. And I read their 
spoken thoughts as clearly as writing 
the sky. They all wanted to know how 
would take this sudden explosion of an 
}ouncement, for it was no secret that 
\dams was probably the only man 
the history of the world who had de- 
verately and publicly turned his back 
the undisputed charms of Muriel 
nkhead. 
For a long moment I was knocked 
ipletely off balance, as the quick 


leap of exultation that came with news 
of Joel’s homecoming was as swiftly 
squelched by the “new bride” follow-up. 
It was all I could do to maintain a veneer 
of composure under the searching scru- 
tiny of their eyes. I was shaken, but they 
would never know it! And suddenly | 
hated them all, sitting there like buz- 
zards on a fence, waiting to swoop down 
on the carcass. 

What did they expect me to do- 
throw a fit, or stand on my head? I had 
no fear of them, or anything they could 
do or say. I was Muriel Bankhead, born 
into the social position most of them 
would barter body and soul to attain. 
And those who literally sold 
themselves to the devil in the scramble 
to travel with my set, simply never had 


hadn’t 


the opportunity ! 

My hands were steady as they fanned 
out and sorted my cards. Maybe my 
brains were so addled I couldn’t tell the 
red cards from the black, but as far as 
my audience was concerned, everything 
was under control. It was even a little 
funny—the naked curiosity scrawled 
over their faces—and they had no idea 
when [| looked up with a smile, I was 
actually laughing at them. Did these sim- 
pletons really believe they would ever 
discover anything about me | didn’t 
want them to know? 

No one dared exhale after Gloria’s 
bombshell, but when | looked around 
with the same casualness I might have 
shown following a routine announce- 
ment of tomorrow’s weather forecast, the 
spell was broken. As if by unseen sig- 
nal a virtual torrent of chatter broke 
through, heads bent together over the 
tables, and the bridge game was for- 
gotten. 

There was really no point in staying 
on, after that—my presence would only 
be a damper on the blazing furnace of 
their gossip. (Continued on Page 76) 
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and never will he r 
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But some things should never hap- 


pen, and were one of them. 
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Ann knew that there 


are many reasons 





why men desert 

women, but it never 

occurred to her that 

loving a man too 

much might cause ‘ 
her downfall. 





A°® I SIT HERE, writing my story, my world is 

getting ready to crumble about me somewhat 
like the earth for miles around blows up in dirt and 
debris before the force of a volcano. 

Claude is going to leave me. 

Some men desert their women because they have 
been unfaithful; others because they are bored with 
them. There are hundreds of reasons why women 
are left to sing the lonesome blues. Strange though 
it may seem, the reason Claude is going to leave me 
is that I have committed the sin of loving too well. 


Impossible? No. Let me tell you how it happened. 
I think this quality of mine of giving too much 
began years ago when I experienced my first 


tragedy. 

I was in my teens when [| first met the person 
about whom the tragedy revolved. They called him 
Curly. By they, I mean the kids in the Bronx neigh- 
borhood where I grew up. Curly was more than 
just good-looking. He was tall, built with a careless 
grace. His black hair was always all over his head 
and his chocolate brown color was smooth and 
evenly attractive. 

But more important, Curly had the widest, most 
infectious grin you ever wanted to see. He was a 
born dancer—not the kind that gets to be in the 
theatrical spotlight, but the (Continued on Page 57) 
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i “Don’t ever leave me, Curly,” 1 would beg. 
“Please don't ever leave me.” 
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ottie’s deception was all right, she sup- 
posed, but as she thought of her dead 
ster she understood her father’s warn- 


ig that it never pays to try to play God. 





STOOD OUTSIDE the door of Judd’s 
apartment, trying to get up the nerve 
a to raise my hand and knock on the door. 
Would I be able to fool him? Could 
: I make him believe that I was Lila—iong 
enough to get him to marry me? True, 
I’d never tried being an actress. And it 
wouldn’t be easy, fooling a man in love. 
But on the other hand, Lila and I were 
: such identical twins that even our own 
We're both to- blame for Lila’s death,” Judd father had trouble telling us apart. ) 
id, “I for letting her have the abortion; you, It was inside of us that we were so 
[SEINE “cr ton different; Lila, soft and sweet and cling- 
ing, the kind of girl everyone instinc- 
tively wants to protect — well, nearly 
everyone. While I was the realist, the 
one who had always tried to stand be- 
tween Lila and the ugliness of life. 
I drew a deep breath. The thought of 
Lila steadied me. 
1 “Of course I can do it,” I told myself. 
: “He can’t see what’s in my heart if I don’t 
let him. And I know how to act like a 
woman in love . . .” I had learned that, 
at least, from Al. And this was the last 
thing I could do for Lila, the very last 
thing. I couldn’t fail. 
A sound inside the room made me 
' stiffen. Quickly, before I could change 
my mind, I raised my hand and tapped 
hesitantly on the door . . . the way Lila 
would have done it. 

“Come in.” Judd’s voice, sounded irri- 
tated at being interrupted. He’d think it 
was one of the other medical students 
come to visit, probably. I took hold of 
the door-knob— and then panic froze 
me. 

What if he’d somehow heard? What 
if he knew that Lila was dead? 

“Don’t be silly!” I told myself sharply. 

a “He couldn’t possibly know yet— it’s 
only hours ago, and fifty miles away. 
And what if he does guess? You’ve noth- 
ing to lose.” 

“Well, come on in!” I heard the 
scrape of Judd’s chair being pushed 
back, heard him start toward the door. 
Drawing a deep breath, pasting a scared 
smile on my face, I turned the knob and 
pushed open the door. 

“Lila! Darling!” Judd looked at me 
in surprised delight, opening his arms to 
me, and triumph made me a little giddy. 
He thought I was Lila! I ran to him and 
fell into his arms, and | didn’t have to 
fake the trembling or the mist of tears 
in my eyes. (Continued on Page 72) 
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“Can't vou 
vou? | don't trust? 


It wasn’t hard for Doug to fall for Sheila, a cute little WAC, 
but that snapshot in his wallet convinced him that what he 
thought was love was really loneliness. 


HE juke box was blushing its mazda 

orange, blue, red and then orange 
again as I sipped my drink and stared at 
it unseeingly. It suddenly occurred to 
me as I felt the ice against my teeth that 
a corporal’s pay doesn’t allow much for 
bourbon and soda, even on payday. And 
here I was thinking in terms of bour- 
bons and soda when less than two years 


ago I went for months without so much 


as a beer. 

It wasn’t that our crowd back home 
was a bunch of teetotalers or stuffed 
shirts. We just never seemed to get 
around to drinking. There were always 
so many other things to do. 

I decided not to order another. Sheila 
would be along any minute and it was 
almost time to walk to the corner and 
wait for the GI bus that would take us 
to the squadron party. 

Strange, I thought, how a guy can 
love two women. And Sheila and Helen 
were so different. It wasn’t at all like it 


was with Russ, the sergeant who had the 
bunk next to mine. Russ had confided 
in me just last week that he had fallen in 
love with the civilian stenographer in the 
purchasing office, adding that she was so 
much like his wife. 

I told myself that I was making a big 
issue out of just having a good time with 
a nice girl who was fun to be with. Ac- 
tually, for a minute I couldn’t even re- 
member just when I had first met Sheila. 
There had always been a gang who had 
stopped at the Non Com Club after the 
movies on Tuesdays and Thursdays. 
Then suddenly most of them had been 
discharged or shipped out. 

A pleasant feminine voice interrupted 
my reminiscing. 

“Hi, Doug. Been waiting long? I just 
couldn’t get waited on in that shop.” 

I hesitated momentarily before an- 
swering. I had never seen her look so 
lovely. Every time we had been together 
she had always been neat and attractive, 
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but this was the first time I had seen her 
in her grey off-duty uniform. Her brown 
eyes sparkled with enthusiasm, and the 
yellow gloves and yellow edge on her 
little Army hat contrasted sharply with 
her rich chocolate-colored hair. 

For a moment, I caught my breath 
and wondered whether the stars had got- 
ten in my eyes. Was she really just “a 
nice girl who was fun to be with” or was 
| only seeing what I wanted to see in 


her / 


ever danced well, but for some reason it 
had never mattered to us. 

By eleven o’clock our party became a 
noisy, screeching brawl. 

“Honey, let’s get out of this mess and 
go get some hamburgers.” 

“Doug, right now that sounds better 
than filet mignon. Incidentally, you 
wouldn’t believe it if I told you that I 
had a huge New York cut of steak while 
on KP today, would you? I'll bet a lot 
of civilians would have traded piaces 
with me today while I was sloshing 


It was hard for Doug to decide whether to remain true 
to his marriage vows or to marry his Army sweetheart 
until his heart helped his head to make the decision. 


“That’s okay, Sheila. It gave me a 
chance to meditate a little.” I took her 
arm and steered her through the smoke 
toward the door and into the warm Cali- 
fornia desert air. 

“The Thinker. 
( lusions?” 

“Yes. Ive decided we're going to 
have a heckuva good time tonight.” 

And we did. As the evening pro- 
gressed, | seemed to forget that this was 
actually our first formal date, and that I 
was wearing a wedding band. I won- 
dered then why I had been nervous 
ibout asking her. For some reason, I 
was sure that she had never dated mar- 


Any profound con- 


ried men. 

Sheila and I had been together a lot 
for the past two weeks, but it had always 
been accidental. Ever since that first 
night when we had run into each other 
as we walked out of the movies, we had 
seemed to find each other somewhere in 
each day’s activities, at least once a day. 
[hat was the night Russ and I had gone 
to see a Spencer Tracy film. As we had 
left the theater, there was Sheila beside 
us, and it had seemed inevitable to invite 
her to the club for a beer and a few 
dances. She had danced with both of us 
that night. 

How awkward I felt at first when we 
tried to do the rhumba, and it had been 
so much fun after she taught me the 
steps. That night after I had gone to bed 
| had suddenly realized that I hadn’t 
thought of Helen all evening. When I 
got discharged and went back home, I’d 
teach her the rhumba. Neither of us had 


around in those big greasy pans in that 
hot kitchen, just for one of those steaks. 
The cook got hold of them somewhere, 
Heaven knows where, and let the KP’s 
have them.” 

“I saw you out there in the hot sun 
behind the WAF mess hall this morning 
scrubbing garbage cans.” I wanted to 
add “and you looked pretty even then.” 
I had seen other girls returning from KP 
and many of them looked so messy, no 
make-up, hair stringy with perspiration. 
But Sheila had tucked her hair neatly 
under a net, and except for her dirty 
fatigue coveralls which couldn't be 
helped, she could have been a waitress at 
the Stork Club. 

We stopped at the Red Barn, a ham- 
burger stand just across from the field. 
It was nice just sitting there with Sheila, 
away from the noise and people. We 
sipped coffee and talked a long time. | 
was surprised to find myself so intrigued 
with her conversation and philosophy. 
She seemed so independent, in an un- 
offensive way. I remembered that when 
Helen and I had been together, I had 
done most of the talking. 

As I watched Sheila sip her coffee and 
lightly touch her lipstick with the paper 
napkin, I wondered whether a guy could 
really fall in love with a woman in two 
weeks. Was it love or was it loneliness? 
Was | still in love with Helen, or just 
the memory of what we had been to each 
other? 

There had been times when I couldn’t 
quite visualize Helen’s features, and | 
would take out my billfold guiltily and 
look at her to reassure myself. There I 


would see that smile, the smile that had 
always seemed to put everyone at ease. 
And there I would see Tommy in her 
arms, my six-month-old son I’d_ never 
seen. 

My drinks were wearing off and I sud- 
denly felt depressed, not at all as if | 
were just returning from a lively party. 

“You know, Sheila, it won’t be long 
before I'll be a civilian again. Maybe 
just a couple more months and I'll be 
out of this monkey suit. When will your 
hitch be up?” 

In all our conversations Sheila had 
seemed to keep a light casual tone, steer- 
ing the talk away from seriousness. Sev- 
eral times I had wanted to tell her how 
much she meant to me. Now I wanted 
very much to say, “Darling, I don’t see 
how I can give you up. After I go home 
(how could I say it and not 
. and tell Helen how 


and... 
sound blunt) 
things are with us, I'll come to your 
town and we'll get married.” But some- 
how I couldn’t say it. It would sound 
like a B picture, only not as good. 

Sheila smiled her usual slow half- 
smile, but her voice was softer, more 
serious. “I'll probably make it before 
you do, Corporal Cameron. It should be 
about five weeks from now, maybe soon- 
er. You know, I heard Russ say the 
other day he was glad to get out but a 
little afraid of it. 1 wonder whether he 
meant he was afraid to be on his own 
again, looking for a job . . .” she hes- 
itated thoughtfully, “or just what he 
meant .. .” 

The old subject again. 
what we discussed, it hovered about us, 
hanging on all our conversations. 

“Well, I’m afraid Russ is a little con- 
fused about his feelings for Norma, the 
girl in the purchasing office next to his.” 
| pushed my chair back and _ helped 
Sheila into her blue top coat. “Let’s get 
going. We'll never make that six o'clock 
bugle in the morning.” 

We walked in silence as far as the 
corner of the WAF barracks area where 
the sign read: “Off limits except to WAF 
personnel.” Sheila hesitated. “I'll never 
get used to having my dates leave me at 
the corner instead of seeing me to the 


No matter 


door.” 

I took her arm and followed her to 
the barracks door. “I never left a date 
(I almost said ‘Helen’) at the corner, s0 
I won’t now.” (Continued on Page 47) 





It’s kaster Again 


NCE AGAIN it’s Easter, and the feeling 

of spring is in the air. It may not be 
possible to see the first crocus or a violet, 
but spring is on its way. To old and young 
alike, it’s time for a new outfit with a bonnet 
of straw and flowers, time for the Easter 
parade and church, with the whole family 
participating in this holy, festive day. 

It is a good time to add extra thanks for 
all the blessings which have helped the 
family to survive another winter and get 
ready for the summer sun. As strange as 
it may seem, Easter time and the proverbial 
Easter Eggs are not always for children, 


for the older folks, too, get a kick out of 
the spirit and like to enjoy the colorful eggs 
and other delicious confections. The poor 
old Bunny works overtime to satisfy the 
needs and wants of so many folks, and the 
little chickens and ducks who actually do 
most of the work, hold second place. 

Children just would not be happy with- 
out him, and the older folks would have 
no stories to tell without him, so this is the 
time when everybody is busy getting ready 
for his arrival and all the stores are filled 
with ideas and wonderful things that are 
fun to buy and pretty to see. 





















































Children’s bedroom has yellow walls and ceiling, hardwood floors with yellow 
throw rugs. Beds and double chest are cream, chair is yellow corduroy. 


Breakfast nook has white wrought iron table, chairs with yellow plastic bot- 
toms. At windows are crisp, white organdy curtains with embroidered ruffles 








Modern ebony desk has black wrought iron 
reading lamp, elegant gold clock overhead. 
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Bunny’s Nest 
l egg white until foamy; add 2 tbsps. sugar, and beat until mixture stands in peaks. Mix 
ge yolk with % cup milk and add 3 tbsps. sugar, dash of salt, 3 tbsps. quick cooking tapioca 
1 1% cups milk. Bring to boil, stirring constantly about 8 minutes. Pour some of mixture over 
white, blend well. Add rest and % tsp. vanilla. Chill and place in sherbet glasses. Arrange 
yellow and green tinted coconut on top and fill centers with jelly beans. 


Easy Menu 
For Easter 


ASTER LIKE Christmas, is a festive 
time for old and young alike, and 
whether it’s just a new hat or dress, or 
a party, the Easter spirit is predominant 
everywhere. For the kiddies, second to 
dressing up in their Easter finery and 
toddling along to Sunday School or 
church, the day is not complete without 
the traditional gay-colored eggs and the 
search for them from cellar to attic. 
With so many wonderful, gay-colored 
foods that can be adapted to the season, 
this time of the year calls for party giv- 
ing for young and old alike. Here are 
gay, pretty and easy-to-prepare Easter 
dishes that will thrill the young and 
bring praise from the old. 


Deviled Easter Eggs 


Cut 1 doz. hard boiled eggs in halves, remove yolks, 
mash and combine with 6 tbsps. mayonnaise, 2 tbsps. 
anchovy paste, 1 tsp. each of paprika, dry mustard, 
grated onion. Fill whites, put halves together. Mix 
3-0z. pkg. cream cheese with 2 thsps. mayonnaise, add 
few drops yellow food coloring. Decorate eggs with 
cream cheese, using pastry tube. Serve on lettuce with 
sliced tomatoes to which chopped olives have been 


added. 
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J ellied Nests 


Dissolve 1 pkg. raspberry Jello in cup hot 
water, add cup cold water and turn into square 
pan. Chill until firm. Cut into balls with round 
measuring spoon. Repe at procedure with pack- 
age lime Jello. Pour into shallow pan and chill. 
Break into bits with fork, or force through a 
potato ricer. Arrange on plates as nests “and 
fill centers with raspberry balls. 
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Orange Tapioca Cream 


Beat 1 egg white until foamy, add 2 tbsps. 
sugar and beat until mixture stands in peaks. 
Mix yolk with % cup milk. Add 2 or 3 
tbsps. sugar, dash of salt, 3 tbhsps. tapioca 
and 1% cups milk. 
constantly. Pour small amount of mixture 
on beaten egg white, blending well. Quickly 
add remaining mixture, 
Add % tsp. each of vanilla and grated orange 
tind. Cool, stirring once, then chill. 
in bowl or individual dishes, garnish with 


Bring to boil, stirring 


stirring constantly. 
Arrange 


sugared orange sections and mint leaves. 


“from 
Contented 
Cows” 





“| began an early preparation for cooking 
in the 5th grade of school, and con- 
tinued it at Lincoln University,” 
says Mrs. Scott. 

Today, Mrs. Scott is Electric Kitchen 
Advisor in the Home Service Depart- 
ment of the Omaha Public Power 
District. 

“T use Carnation Milk all the time at 
home,” says Mrs. Scott, “in every- 
thing from yeast bread to sauces. 

Carnation’s richness adds so much 
in the way of flavor and texture to 
my recipes. And,” she continues, “its 
smoothness gives me results to be 
proud of.” 

Since so many cooking experts like 
Mrs. Scott choose Carnation, you 
know it must be a superior cooking 
milk. Get several cans of Carnation 
today, and try it in your favorite 
recipes...soon. 


CARNATION QUALITY BEGINS... 


at the famous Carnation Milk Farms 
near Seattle, Washington. Cattle from 

prize-winning bloodlines developed 
here are shipped to dairy farms throughout 
America to constantly improve the milk 
supply for Carnation processing plants. 
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“Cooking is my 
business. | cook 
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<+-~ WORLD'S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK 









with Carnation.” 


SAYS: 
Mrs. Lenora Scott 

Home Service Department 
Omaha Public Power District 
Omaha, Nebraska 
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MRS. SCOTT TESTS RECIPES and home 
appliances for the Omaha Public 
Power District. At home she con- 
ducts food clinics for church, chari- 
table and social groups. 


PROUD OF HER NEPHEWS, Stephen and 
Craig, and niece, Patricia, Mrs. Scott 
says, “All were Carnation babies and 
now are husky youngsters — thanks 
to Carnation.” 


RI = 


IN FOOD CLINICS held in her own kitch- 
en, Mrs. Scott always uses Carna- 
tion to give her dishes richer flavor. 
Both she and her husband prefer 
Carnation for coffee, too. 
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Smart Spring 


And Summer Dresses 


@ IMPLICITY IN design keynotes the knife and accordion versions, lending a 
soft, dressy look. 

Many of the straight dresses are de- 
signed to flatter the figure and give a pen- 
‘ cil-slim effect. Colors are gay and prints 
-se new dresses, the smart, simple ele- a a oun 
wee which they carry will attract the Materials range from plain cotton to 

of every woman. real silk, with nylon and orlon combina- 
tions that have spot and crease-resistant 
qualities to cut cleaning bills and laun- 
dering to a minimum. Dresses on these 
pages are by Tabak of California and 
ike the dresses swish, sway and stand priced under $30. White jewelry by Bill 
t. Pleats, too, are prominent, both Hawes. 


coming warm weather fashions. Al- 
ugh there are new and interesting de- 


s and smartness galore expressed in 


Circular skirts in every type of mate- 
are wide, full and flowing, and ready 


r the ruffled Can-Can petticoat that will 


Gingham dress has square neckline, needle- 

point pique collar, comes in ginger, tur- 

quoise and hyacinth. Unpressed pleats 
conceal roomy pockets. 


Slim sheath linen dress buttons down front. 
New, high bust line introduces return of the 
Empire line. Satin buttons and collar add 
highlights. 

5 eee : 


Cupola dress in hand-screened 

silk broadcloth has expandable 

fan pleating, square neckline, 

tapering shoulder straps. Col- 

ors are geranium, cornflower 
blue and hyacinth. 
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Cotton lace slip dress is lined in shimmer- 

ing satin which also outlines scooped neck- 

line and shoulders. It comes in pink, glazier 
blue, lemon and white. 


Irish linen contour dress has short sleeves, 
a self belt, wide, deep V-neckline, Slim 
skirt has side pockets, kick pleat in back. 
Colors are zinnia blue and peony pink. 














front and comes 
glazier blue, lemon a 


fe —_ of lina agd 
and satin collar and a 
It has tiny satin butta 











CHILD CARE 
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Expose the shy child to pleasant relationships by entertaining friends and relatives and by having other children visit and play. 


Help For The Shy Child 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


,T WAS JOHNNY’S fourth birthday 
* and his proud parents had arranged a 
thday party for him—the first real 


party of his young life. Some twenty or 


re youngsters ranging in age from 
» to nine, had been invited to help the 
ing Thompson scion observe the occa- 
n appropriately. 
Mr. Thompson had shown a kiddie 
vie and now the youngsters were 
yusily engaged in playing a series of 
mes. As Mrs. Thompson came from 
> kitchen bearing a tray of cookies and 
cream, she met her husband at the 
ining room door. 
Is Johnny back there in the kitchen?” 
asked anxiously. 
“Why, no,” was his wife’s reply. “Isn’t 


he in the living room playing some of 
the records you brought home last night? 
I thought that some of them would fit 
in very nicely with some of the games the 
children were playing.” 

“I just peeped in there,” said Mr. 
Thompson, “and he’s not in there, neither 
is he in his room.” 

Setting down her tray, Mrs. Thomp- 
son paused a moment, then, with a quick 
motion, she headed for the bathroom. 
There, standing tearfully looking out of 
the window was the missing Johnny. No 
wonder his father couldn’t find him be- 
cause the bathroom was the last place in 
the house in which he would look. 

“What’s the matter, son?” Mrs. 
Thompson inquired. “Why aren’t you 


out in the living room playing with 
your guests?” 

Johnny turned sobbing toward her, 
eyes downcast and clutched at his moth- 
er’s apron. That was his only response 
to her questioning. But with a little cajol- 
ing and pleading on his mother’s part, he 
agreed, reluctantly, to rejoin his friends 
who were having such a good time that 
they really hadn’t missed their young 
host. 

Thanks to the books and magazines 
she had been reading, Mrs. Thompson 
did not criticize Johnny sharply or at- 
tempt to shame him out of his shy be 
havior. She knew that he was just one of 
thousands of shy children and _ that 





criticizing him would only add to his 
deep sense of inadequacy. 

Johnny’s behavior stemmed from the 
fact that he actually was afraid of people. 
Most children gain a sense of security 
from familiar places and faces and they 
lose that security when confronted with 
new scenes and new people. A little shy- 
ness such as Johnny’s, however, was not 
the natural uneasiness of a little boy in a 
new place with new people. It was the 
sign of a deep feeling of fear and in- 
security. 

In all probability, Johnny will outgrow 
his shyness, although there are men and 
women today whose shyness still proves 
to be a distinct handicap making pleas- 
ant, normal human associations impossi- 
ble. There are teen-age girls who have 
never had a date because, in the presence 
of boys, their shyness makes them 
tongue-tied. 

Sometimes, the roots of shyness go 
into early infancy. Some children ac- 
quire shyness because they are made to 
feel “different.” Parents can do much in 
helping a child overcome his shyness by 
rebuilding his “damaged”  self-con- 
fiderice. Praise, instead of criticism, will 
work wonders. A shy child is only too 
well aware of his shortcomings. He needs 
to be reminded of his good qualities— 
his attractiveness, his cleverness—rather 
than of his objectionable traits. 

Another good idea is to have the child 
exposed to pleasant relationships with 
people by entertaining friends and rela- 
tives in the home and by encouraging 
other children to visit him and play with 
him. 

Every child has a talent for something, 
so the wise parent will find some pursuit 
or hobby for which the child is suited 
and encourage him to become expert at 
it. Building houses with toy blocks, finger 
painting and the like can serve to build 
a child’s self-confidence by showing him 
that he can really create something. 

There is nothing hit or miss about the 
growth and development of a child’s per- 
sonality and wise are the parents who 
make this discovery early. It is too late 
to cry over spilled milk when a child, 
who has not been given full opportunity 
to develop acceptable character traits, 
eventually becomes a statistic in the 
juvenile delinquency records. 

Nothing will do more to develop con- 
fidence than for a child to accomplish 
something which his parents tell him 
makes them proud. A child must have the 


feeling that the people around him are 
trustworthy and that they will not let him 
down. 

When the youngster goes to school 


and widens his contacts with other chil- 


dren and with teachers, it is to be ex- 


pected that some adjustment difficulties , 
may arise and parents will do well to | 
follow through on their child’s develop- | 
ment by frequent and periodic checks 
with school officials to discover any prob- | 
lems which may arise and to seek a satis- | 


factory solution. 
The same kind of adjustment is neces- 


sary should the family move into another | 
neighborhood or to another city. Take, | 


for instance, the case of Louise, aged 7, 


whose parents moved to another city and | 
enrolled her in a “strange” school. Louise | 


was given a seat at the back of the 


room and several days went by before | 
the teacher spoke more than a few words | 


to her. 


For these and other reasons, Louise | 
began to hate school, eventually telling | 


her parents that she thought that maybe 


she was too stupid to learn and might | 


just as well stay home. If this had hap- 
pened AFTER Louise had become sure 


of her ability to achieve, it might not | 
have been so bad. But because she did | 
not catch on quickly, she had not devel- | 


oped any pride in whatever accomplish- 


ments she achieved, so she naturally had | 
the feeling that most of her companions | 


were doing better work than she. 


Because skill usually comes slowly, | 
frustration is inevitable and it is under- | 


standable that at times children will feel 
that they are not much good. Alert moth- 
ers and fathers should encourage a child 
when he becomes discouraged and some- 
times they can keep them from attempt- 
ing feats which are beyond their ability 
and, therefore, doomed to end in failure 
or frustration. 

As children reach adolescence, they ex- 
pect their parents to set examples—ex- 
amples of accomplishment, dignity, de- 
votion and solid good sense. If they do 
not find them in the home, they will seek 
them elsewhere, often in strange places, 


but they would much rather find them 


at home. 


As children grow older and begin more | 


and more to solve their own problems, 
their full personalities will emerge. There 


is no reason why the once shy youngster | 
of today should not develop into the city’s | 
leading citizen tomorrow but he will need | 
all of the help he can get along the way. 





Bringing 
Up Baby 


HINTS COLLECTED BY 


[Pra 
( MOTHER OF 5 ) 


It’s really astonishing how 

early a new baby will: 

show individual prefer- 

ences. For example: one 

baby will take more eager- 

ly to new foods at the be- 

ginning of a meal when he 

(or she) is hungriest. 

Mrs. Dan Gerber Others do better after the 

first hunger pangs have been satisfied with 

familiar foods. But whichever way your 

darling decides upon, remember that the 

wider the variety of foods you serve, the 
more appetite interest you build. 


Easy way to introduce variety in your little 
individualist’s diet: rotate Gerber’s four 
Cereals: —Rice, Barley, Oatmeal, and Cereal 
Food (a mixed cereal). They’re famous for 
the mild, pleasing flavors that suit unde- 
veloped taste buds toa T. Of course they’re 
precooked and ready-to-serve. You simply 
add formula, milk or other liquids to get a 
smooth, nice-on-the-tongue texture babies 
like. For baby’s nutritional needs: Gerber’s 
Cereals are enriched with iron, calcium and 
the important B-Vitamins that help make 
little bodies grow bigger and stronger. 


Towel Tricks. Old turkish towels can be 
transformed into huggable animal toys as 
easy as 1-2-3. Simply fold the cloth and 
cut out a cat, puppy or whatever. Stitch 
up the sides and stuff the toy with leftover 
bits of toweling. Embroider nose, eyes and 
mouth in colored wool. 


Teething tip. Baby troubled with teething? 
Here’s a big help: Gerber’s Teething Bis- 
cuits ... to provide soothing relief for tender 
gums. Smooth-surfaced and extra hard they 
give baby the biting satisfaction he wants 
and needs. Made of wholesome ingredients 
and baked into a special shape for easy 
grasping. Individually wrapped in sanitary 
cellophane. 


Cooling thought. Good idea to keep the 
Teething Biscuits in the refrigerator. The 
cool surface makes ’em feel extra soothing. 
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i X-ray doctor can spot a peptic ulcer no matter what size or location. Stress of modern living is blamed for ulcer increase. 


How To Spot Stomach Ulcers 


R CIVILIZATION brings a more 
omplete, pleasanter, and fuller life. 
exacts a toll. The stresses, ten- 
and strains that accompany it and 
nnatural and artificial life we live 
enjoying the so-called improved 
ult in diseases that seem to com- 
neutralize the advantages we seem 


sh blood pressure, nutritional dis- 

occupational diseases, mechan- 
ccidents, high insanity rates, and 
naladies that are directly the result 
fast pace at which we live have 
ithorities to question whether our 
more desirable than a 
more primitive one. 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


One of the diseases that is unquestion- 
ably the result of our way of living is 
stomach ulcers. Among people who have 
remained isolated and therefore not sub- 
ject to the drive of European and Amer- 
ican life this disease is a rarity. The 
Malays of the Dutch East Indies, Ne- 
groes in Africa, Tibetans of the Hima- 
layas, and natives of the interior of India 
suffer with stomach ulcer one-tenth as 
much as we do with stomach ulcers. 

It appears that the ambitions, drives, 
and nervous strains that characterize one 
group and which are absent in the other 
are potent factors in the occurrence of 
stomach ulcers. And, even in our own 
communities, it readily can be observed 





that the vietims of this malady are usu- 
ally not the calm, placid, easy-going 
people, but those who have a ceaseless 
energy, are continually tense, and who 
are never completely satisfied with things 
as they are. 

For these reasons it is easy to see why 
stomach ulcers is one of the many dis- 
eases that are called psychogenic inas- 
much as they are directly related to emo- 
tional stresses. 

While nervous factors may be a potent 
cause of stomach ulcers there are also 
others. 


doctors have never 


agreed entirely on the etiology of this 


In fact, 


condition. But in spite of differences in 
academic views on the causes of this 
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nary amount of drive and energy and at 
| ages considered the most productive, it 


' community, it very often leads to com- 
plications that may be fatal. 


| tines connected to the stomach, this part 
F an ulcer may be either a stomach ulcer 


ulcer. Both kinds are grouped under the 
| name peptic ulcer. The reason they are 
) called this is an interesting story that 
involves a knowledge of the physiology 
| of the stomach. 


| we eat is the stomach where it undergoes 
| the first stage of digestion. This is ac- 
| complished by the action of the peptic 





| malady there are many facts concerning 
symptoms, treatment, and the final out- 
' come on which there is complete agree- 
ment. 

Between 10 and 20 per cent of all the 
people in the United States have or have 
had stomach ulcers. Occurring as it does 
among people with more than the ordi- 


js indeed a disease of great economic 
importance. In addition to its ability to 
incapacitate people of great value in a 


Although we speak of stomach ulcers, 
‘the condition is not at all limited to the 
stomach. It also occurs with about equal 
frequency in the first part of the intes- 


being called the duodenum. Therefore, 


(called gastric ulcer) or a duodenal 


The first stopping place for the food 


enzymes which the walls of the stomach 
secrete. The strong muscles of the stom- 
ach keep the food churned and mixed 
with the digestive enzymes. 

In order to do their work properly 
these enzymes must be provided with a 
strong acid. Therefore nature has so 
arranged it that the stomach secretes this 
necessary acid in copious amounts. The 
thythmic movements of the stomach 
bring the acid and enzymes together and 
incorporates them thoroughly with the 
eaten food. 

When a certain stage of digestion is 
reached, the lower end of the stomach 
opens and the partly digested strongly 
acid food is forced into the duodenum. 
It is to be remembered, in the explana- 
tion of peptic ulcers, that both the stom- 
ach and duodenum are exposed to strong 
acid. Later on, as the food passes into 
other parts of the bowel this acid is neu- 
tralized. 

When we eat a piece of meat the 
stomach is able, with its enzymes and 
acid, to reduce this solid food to a liquid, 
this process being called digestion. A 
question which has always puzzled doc- 
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BACK CLUSTER | IMPORTED FRENCH WIG 
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Style No. 814 


9-17 10°8 
40-48 





Style Ne. 423—BEST GIRL—is 
both a figure-flatterer and a 
budget-saver. Tailored with 
such fine detail, it looks as 
if it cost- dollars more. Slim- 
skirted, oped gabardi 

in mauve, beige, navy or 





Style No. 814—-MAGIC MIDDY 
—This suit will put you in 
shape for the office-and-after 
fun, no matter your size. 
Winged collar and cuffs, flir- 


tatious taffeta scarf. Crisp * 


checks in rayon menswear 


suiting. Black, navy or brown. 


Style No. 401 — PIROUETTE — 
Our two-piece ballerina spar- 
kling with daisies on its 
halter top and the sleeves 
of its cover-up jacket. A flir- 
tatious, whispering rayon taf- 
feta in powder blue, navy, 
beige or pink. 


Style No. 407 — LADY EVE — 
Ever think a tailored suit 
could be so young, so gay, 
so absolutely feminine? Sure 
beau-bdit in rayon checked 
menswear. Black, navy or 


ae 
/7” Skylark Originals 2", 
Pf Asbury Park, N. J. 


/ © PREPAID ORDER. I enclose price of garment 
/ plus 20¢ to cover postage ciianiiing \ 
0 C.O.D. ORDER. I will pay ges ice of 
garment plus postage and C.O.D. charges. 


I may return garment in 10 days if not satished. 
SeyleNo. | Size | 18t Color Choice ‘ 
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Ricochet 


Love ; 
(Continued from Page 34) 


When we reached the door, there was a 
brief and awkward silence. 

“Thanks for inviting me, Doug. I had 
fun.” Suddenly I leaned forward and kissed 
her. I hadn’t planned it that way. She 
didn’t resist, but after a pause said evenly, 
“You really shouldn’t have done that, Doug. 
Need I say more?” 

“Dammit, Sheila, you’ve been seeing too 
many movies.” I turned and walked away. 
As soon as I said it I regretted it. I really 
had no right to talk to her like that. It 
sure was a lousy way to end the evening. 
Sheila had been tops all evening. 


ence. I thought morosely as I 
walked to my barracks, when I was 
nineteen I was so sure no one would ever 
mean as much to me as Helen. The evening 
of the senior high Valentine dance was my 
first date with her. The next morning I 
said: “Ma, I think I’ve found the girl I’m 
going to marry some day if she'll have me.” 

As I thought about it I wondered whether 
that had been puppy love, and my love for 





Sheila was a more mature feeling. Could 
it have been only teen-age infatuation be- 
tween Helen and me? But an infatuation 
doesn’t last two years! 

My work in the orderly room the next 
day dragged endlessly. I had hoped I would 
run into Sheila at the Post Exchange dur- 
ing my morning coffee break, and we could 
have our morning coffee together as we 
had so often done, but she wasn’t there. 
Would she stop seeing me since that stupid 
remark I made? Maybe it would be best 
for both of us if she did. 

I wondered what the other fellows would 
think of a guy who was so straitlaced about 
a few dates with another woman just be- 
cause he had a wife and kid at home. 

That night in the mess hall I made up my 
mind to call Sheila. I didn’t quite know 
what I’d say, but when I heard her voice, 
maybe I could tell how she felt. She had 
always seemed so understanding, so ma- 
ture, maybe she would overlook my rash- 
ness of last night. She was twenty-four, two 
years older than I, and two years sometimes 
makes a lot of difference. 

I dialed the number of the WAF day 
room where the girls always took their calls 
and as I waited for her to be called to the 
phone, I gripped the receiver tensely. Her 
voice sounded soft as usual when she an- 
swered, and I wondered whether my voice 
would betray my anxiety. 

“Hi . . . thought maybe you’d gone 
AWOL. I usually run into you at least once 
a day.” 


Her voice remained casual, almost devoid 
of any expression or emotion. “We got 
pretty busy at headquarters today. Didn’t 
even have my afternoon coffee.” 

“Hope youre not too tired. Noticed in 
the paper that Xavier Cugat’s playing in 
town tonight. Thought you might give me 
another Rhumba lesson.” I was afraid she 
would say yes .. . and afraid she wouldn’t. 
I wondered whether I imagined a slight 
hesitation on her part. 

“Yes, I think I could make it. It would 
do me good after such a hard day over a 
hot shorthand book.” 

Our evening was everything we wanted 
it to be, even more so. This time I didn’t 
have to share Sheila with anyone. No one 
cut in while we danced, nobody got drunk 
and talked too much. Sheila seemed to 
have completely dismissed my childish re- 
mark of the night before, and when we ate 
hamburgers at the Red Barn after the 
dance, just being together seemed to be 
enough. 

I realized that I was mentioning Helen 
less often. When I had first become ac- 
quainted with Sheila, I told her all about 
Helen and Tommy and showed her their 
pictures in my billfold, and she had shown 
a sincere interest. Maybe that was why I 
liked Sheila so much. If she had seemed 
jealous or had flung herself at me and acted 
as if she owned me, it would have been so 
easy to give her up. Instead she seemed so 
unattainable. 

I have always acknowledged the fact that 
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#246 “DANCE ALL NIGHT” New! 
Exotic dress of French “Crepe Fatale’’* 
is softly shirred to curve bust; deftly 
draped to slim waist and flatter hips; 
skirt has graceful fullness! Grey-glow, 
Black or Aqua. Sizes 10 to 20. $15.98 


#234 ‘SQUARE DANCE” 

One-piece cotton with rows of colorful 
rick-rack trim on curve-molding peasant 
blouse and extra-full skirt. Priced for 
budget-wise gals! Blue, Red or Yellow 
prints. Sizes 10 to 18. SALE! $6.98 


#488 “TWO FOR THE MONEY” 

2 skirts for one tiny price! Rich yarn- 
dyed iridescent Taffeta**. Wear with 
overskirt looped up to show petticoat, 
or as full skirt! Black with ruffled 
Red petticoat. Sizes 10 to 18. $7.98 


#500 “DRAPED SHAPE” 

Stunning ‘Paradise Creve”* date skirt. 
Boned cummerbund waistband is shirred 
for flattery. Floating front drape is 
smart and graceful. Back zipper. Black. 
Sizes 10 to 18. Sensational! $9.98 


#501 “LOVEY DOVEY” Blouse 

Full puff sleeves are part fine broad- 
cloth, part eyelet embroidery to match 
body of this “bare-as-you-dare” peasant 
blouse. Gold, Pink, White, Black (All 
with White eyelet.) Sizes 32-38. $5.98 —~ *: 


#470 “ANGEL STRIPES” Blouse 
Stunning striped Taffeta** charmer has 
low scoop neck; cuffed dolman sleeves. 
Dazzling jewelled buttons. He'll be 
thrilled with your beauty! Black or 

Red with White. Sizes 32 to 38. $3.88 


#173 “MOLDED TORSO” Nylen 

Uplift bra PLUS waist-cincher and garter 

belt. Smoothes and molds your figure into 

pe curves. Nylon Satin and elastic; 
e net trim. Sizes 32 to 38, B-cup; 

34 to 40, C-cup. White or Black. $6.95 

“Rayon & Acetate ** Acetate 
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NEW MOVIE STAR BRAS | 
#157 “PUSH-UP” Nylon Bra 
Patented push-up pads are in 
. ld lower half of cup only to give 
=. J, high-busted “Calendar Girl” ¥ 
look; you show thru sheer top. 
White or Black Nylon. Sizes: 
32 to 36, B-cup. Only $5.00 
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FREDERICK'S Of Hollywood, ven. 7 
4742 W. Washington Bivd., Les Angeles 16, Calif. 
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b£-80P" PERSONALITY GLASLES 


OR GREEN LENSES. 


ALL 





IN CLEAR WHITE 









end tens 


All with Leatherette case 
cleaner 





gold plated 
frames. 





Ne. 522 : 
GOLDEN 8OP-TOP 
Genvine optical 
trim. 
Amber Brown of Block 


Some as above 
GOLD FILLED trim. 


$695 


zyl 





in deluxe 





~<4— No. 317 


DAISY MAE 





Mother-ot-Pearl daisy orna- 
ments with fake diamond 
insets. Shell or Black frames. 


$395 








frames. Brown frames. 


Ne. 106 No. 201 

80P-TOP $395 MEN'S DELUXE 

New style Brown Shell, Genuine Optical Zyi, straight 
Block, Bive,or Pink Pearl top. Tortoise Shell 


$495 


Black or 

























Ne. SITA 

DAVE BAIT $335 
14K Gold plated bow-knots 
ond rims. Biack, Brown, Bive 
or Pink Pearl frames. 








Some os above in deluxe or Rose Tint. 


GOLD FILLED trim. 


SPECIAL LOW PRICE 














512 
SPOTLIGHT $249 
Golden metallic trim 
beauty. Blue Pearl, 
Pink Pearl or Brown 
shell frames. Clear or 
tinted lenses in fancy 
leatherette case. 
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Ne. 314 
MISS BROADWAY $495 


Ne. $19 
ENS *COLDEN $695 
Genuine yi, gold plated Rimless gold plated frame. 
trim. Brown or Black frames. Ear pieces in Black, Brown, 
$g95 Pink or Bive Pearl. 
Ne. 219 colors — Clear, Green, Bive 









lens 








199Y Market St., 








HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 


199Y Market St., 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 
Newark 2, N. J. 


Please send C.0.D. 












Ne. 515 
GLITTER BOP-TOP 


$395 


Black, brown, bive or pink 


pearl frames. Gold plated 
decorations front and sides. 






















Newark 2, N. J 



















SUBSCRIBE TO TAN 





FORCES YOU 


to SAVE 
$100 a Year 


with perpetual Date & 
Amount Bank. 25c a 
day automatically keeps 
Calendar up to date 
and totals amount 
saved. Forces you to 
save a quarter every 
day, or calendar won’t move. Also registers 
total amount in bank. Guaranteed mechanism 
and key. Use year after year. Start saving 
right away. Order several. Reg. $3.50. Now 
only $1.98 ppd. Send order rod LEECRAFT, 
Dept. 4-TN, 300 Albany Ave., Brooklyn 13, N.Y. 
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DENIM CAR JEANS! 


SLIP OVER— TACK IN 


(Free Upholstery —_ At No Extra Charge.) 


W 


: pp 





@ Sanforized—Washable 
Smart Candy Stripe 

Will Fit Most Cars 
“Custom Effect” 
Protects Upholstery 
Reversible 

Split or Solid Front 

and Solid Rear 

Tough DENIM material is tong 





NEW PRICE 


$95 


Formerly sold for 
83.98 





wearing. Bright color print will 
dress up car and add to looks. 
SPECIFY IF SPLIT OR 
SOLID FRONT SEAT 
Enclose payment for $2.98 for 
Front or Rear Seat pilus 25¢ Post- 
age or $5.96 pius 25¢ Postage yd 
both Front and Rear Seats. 
sent C.0.D. 10 DAY MONEY BACK. 
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it’s just plain everyday psychology to wan 
something you can’t have. Was I interpre. 
ing her poise to mean what I wanted it tp 
mean, that she was covering up her feeling 
for me? 

The night I showed her the snapshots, | 
had asked her jokingly; “How come such 
a pretty girl as you has managed to sty 
single so long?” That was when we firg 
became acquainted, and it was easy to sy 
nice things to her. 

“Nobody wants me,” she had replie/ 
with a light laugh, adding seriously, “I wa 
in love with a boy from home. About tw 
months ago I received a letter from hip 
. . - he’s in the Eighth Air Force in Eng 
land ... telling me that he planned t 
marry an English girl.” 

I couldn’t detect any bitterness in her 
voice. After a moment she went on. “(} 
course my pride was hurt, but I wasn 
quite sure whether or not I should be hear. 
broken. I hadn’t seen him for such a long 
time. After all, I hadn’t promised to mary 
him. Only to wait until he came home ani 
decide then.” 

When Sheila and I reached the barrack 
that night, after two hours of dancing to 
the exotic Spanish rhythms, and another 
two wonderful hours of just sitting and 
talking, I kissed her goodnight. After the 
kiss, neither of us spoke, and I wondered 
why I hadn’t let it be this way right from 
the beginning. 

From that night on our meetings ceased 
being accidental. Even though our love wa: 
undeclared, the goodnight kiss was taken 
for granted, and it was as if that first u- 
pleasant incident had never occurred. 

Russ went home on furlough a few days 
later, and even though I missed our daily 
exchange of confidences in the mess hall 
and at our bunks while cleaning up to go 
out each night, I was. little glad he wasn't 
there. It was no longer necessary to discuss 
or explain my personal life with anyone. 

But I thought of him often and wondered 
how things were going at home with him. 
Right up until he left for Ohio, he had 
insisted he was going to divorce his wife 
and marry Norma. 

The following Thursday evening as Shei- 
la and I emerged from the Post Theater, | 
realized that it was exactly four weeks since 
the night Russ and I took her to the Non 
Com Club with us. So much emotion— 
pleasure and yet turmoil —had_ been 
crammed into those four weeks. As we 
walked silently past the band building | 
held her hand tightly. 

“You know, Doug, one of the things! 
was taught in basic training was that two 
soldiers do not hold hands. I was told that 
I am no longer a woman, I’m a soldier.” 

“T'll bet the old hatchet-face who tol 
you that was fat and fifty and never had 
her hand held.” 

“Believe it or not, Doug, this particular 
instructor was the sweetest little yellow 
haired first lieutenant you ever saw, and 
she blushed every time she read us a rule 
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I think her conscience bothered 


like that. 


her.” 
At first I had thought Sheila was too per- 


fect. But I had decided that underneath 
that perfectionist appearance were toler- 
ance and understanding. Even her name 
was unfair to her. It suggested sophistica- 
tion, the brittle kind. She was sophisticated 
all right, but it was the kind that told you 
that her slip would never show, and she’d 
always know what was correct at the most 
formal affair. I had felt almost flattered 
that she’d want to run around with a square 
like me, a guy who’d never been away from 
home before, who scarcely had the hay 
seeds out of his hair. 

I'd always thought I would dislike being 
with a woman who was so self-sufficient. 
Helen had never been a clinging vine, but 
she had always seemed to go my way with- 
out question. Maybe it was because she 
had never been on her own like career 
women. We got married as soon as we grad- 
uated from high school. 

I remembered something she said one 
Christmas, while we were decorating our 
first tree together. I’d been telling her 
where to put everything, and how to hang 
it, and after a while, Helen had sat down 
on the floor with a sigh, brushed her unruly 
hair out of her eyes and said, “Yes, sir, yes 
sir, yes sir,” laughingly adding, “I’m glad 
I like to take orders from you. I'd sure 
hate to-have independent streaks like some 
women have.” 

And I knew she had meant just what 
she’d said. 

My reminiscing was interrupted by a nice 
voice and a warm hand taking mine and 
leading me out on the dance floor. 

“Doug, either that beer is making you 
sleepy or I better read a book on how to 
win friends and hold the attention of Cor- 
porals.” 

As we danced I wondered guiltily wheth- 
er Sheila ever guessed that I still thought 
of Helen often. After we sat down again 
at our table, Sheila said casually, “Doug, 
I think I better hit the sack a little early 
tonight. I asked for a three-day pass today 
and got it. A couple I used to know back 
in Minneapolis are here seeing California. 
They’re going up to San Francisco tomor- 
row to do some sightseeing, and I thought 
I'd better take advantage of the chance to 
go, too. Maybe after I’ve been discharged 
and have gone back home, I might not have 
another chance to see Frisco for a long 
time.” 

Did she really feel as casual as she 
talked, or was she thinking that a few days 
apart might give us a chance to get our 
perspective again? Maybe she was right. 

I waited a moment to answer. Should I 
g0 on with this stupid business of pretend- 
ing we are seeing each other to pass the 
time away until discharge, pretending the 
clock could be stopped and this could go 
om forever; loving each other’s presence, 
refusing to face the issue? 

Ilooked at Sheila. The street light shone 
through the ugly little window of the club, 


into our shadowy corner, and across Shei- 
la’s beautiful face. Her eyes would have 
sparkled, but she was looking down at her 
drink. There was no clue to how she felt. 

“Little soldier, I’m going to miss you 
during the next three days.” 

“Doug, I'll miss you a lot too. . 
ribly.” 

I was pleased, yet a little surprised to 
hear her say it like that. I had thought 
there might be a reprimand like the one 
she gave me the first time I kissed her. It 
was almost as if she had stepped down one 
step from that pedestal I’d been carrying 
her on. Neither of us spoke for a few mo- 
ments. The juke box was playing “You 
Belong to Me,” and even though it was one 
of my favorite songs, I wanted to walk 
over and shut the darned thing off. 

I got up and reached for her coat. “Guess 
I better get you back to your barracks early 
so you won’t be too tired to enjoy your 
trip.” 

“Yes, I guess so,” she answered mechan- 
ically. If that had been Helen, I thought 
as we walked into the warm starlight, I 
would have known just exactly what she 
was thinking. Helen had always shown her 
feelings. When I asked her to marry me, 
she had said, “Oh, darling, I’m so thrilled. 
I was so afraid you might not ask me.” 
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Dammit, why did I always keep comparing | 


the women? 
No doubt Sheila sensed my irritability, 


and when we reached her door she put her | 


arms around my waist, and we held each 
other for a few minutes, her cheek against 
mine, not saying a word. I loved the scent 
of her hair and the way her little wool cap 
scratched my chin. 

“Good night, Sheila. 
in Frisco.” 

“T’'ll do my best to have a good time, but 
it will be hard without you, darling.” 


Have a good time 


THE NEXT morning as I drank my coffee 


alone in the PX, I realized that Sheila | 


had only been gone a few hours and I al- 
ready missed her. Russ would be home 


from his furlough tomorrow. That would | 
help some, at least it would fill the gap for | 


two days. I had received a card from him, 
but it was just a few lines, nothing to tell 
me how things were going with him, or 
what he planned to do about his gir] at the 
field. 

But that afternoon the Army took it upon 
itself to take care of my loneliness for a few 
days. The colonel called me in and in- 
formed me that I was to go on a ten-day 
inspection tour. I was to leave that night, 
stopping at several fields in Northern Cali- 


fornia. As I read my orders my heart 


pounded when I realized that I would be in | 


Frisco two days, the same two days Sheila 
would be there. And I knew the name of 
her hotel! 

It wasn’t much fun sightseeing alone, I 
thought as I sipped a drink at the Top of 
the Mark the following evening. God, how 
I wanted to call Sheila. But on the way 
up, while the motor of the plane droned on 
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in 3 out of 4 cases in doctors’ tests!’’ 


“IT’S WONDERFUL news,” says Ann Pinkham, 
“for women and girls who suffer from those 
functionally-caused cramps, backaches, head- 
aches and ‘no-good’ feelings of menstruation 

. who feel upset and irritable on certain 
particular days. In doctors’ tests, Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Compound or Tablets gave com- 
plete or striking relief of such distress in 3 
out of 4 cases, even on first day of period!” 


Yes! Lydia Pinkham’s is thoroughly mod- 
ern in action...exerts a calming effect on the 
uterus without the use of pain-deadening 
drugs. Its effectiveness is known to millions. 


Take Lydia Pinkham’s regularly ... and see 
if you don’t avoid the feelings of tension and 
weakness that precede your period... as well 
as the cramps and pain of “those days.” 


Get either the liquid Compound ...or the 
new, improved Tablets with added iron —so 
convenient to carry and easy to take. 


25¢ Ann Pinkham Booklet. . . FREE! 


Easily worth $1! New booklet (illustrated in color 
—over 5000 words) tells all about menstruation— 
answers questions authoritatively, simply. Ex- 
plains mysteries of female system. Tells what to 
expect in change of life. For free copy write ANN 
PINKHAM, 828 Cleveland St., Lynn, Mass. 
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Offer closes June 11, 1954 
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You can’t really enjoy life when you 
are dragged down by those awful irri- 
tations. So don’t risk letting that ugly 
itching distress go on for another day. 
There’s an easy, proven way to help 
your poor troubled skin! 

FAMOUS SKIN MEDICINE 
Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS Ointment usu- 
ally makes a big, wonderful difference 
in such cases. Thousands know from ac- 

- tual experience how 
it goes right to work 
to give fast, blessed 
relief to your upset 
and tortured skin. 

There’s just noth- 
ing like it! Because only SKIN SUCCESS 
Ointment gives you the benefit of this 
great skin-prescription formula, tested 
by a noted physician. It really works. 

Small size only 25¢. Regular 75¢ size 
gives you four times as much. 


HOW TO TAKE CARE OF YOUR COMPLEXION 
The deep-acting medicated foam of 
SKIN SUCCESS SOAP 
fights off aggrava- 
tion of ugly pim- 
ples, blackheads, 
rashes caused by surface skin germs. 
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and on, | had done a lot of thinking. May- 
be it was because her nearness wasn’t there 
to stop my reasoning power. I had decided 
not to call her in Frisco. What was I 
afraid of? Of what might happen . . . two 
people wanting each other, being in a 
strange city? Two people who had no right 
to want each other. 

Or was I afraid that I might decide to go 
back to Helen, and turning back now would 
be so difficult, especially with a girl like 
Sheila on my conscience. Maybe Sheila 
wouldn’t permit anything that could weigh 
on my conscience, and then again, she had 
held me so tightly, had clung to me in al- 
most complete surrender. Sheila wasn’t 
cheap . . . I was pretty sure of it. But if 
she loved me a lot. . . 

I took out my billfold after the waiter 
had set another drink in front of me, and 
looked at Helen’s picture, then at Tom- 
my’s. I had just received some more new 
ones that day in my mail that I picked up 
in the orderly room as I checked out. Tom- 
my looked more like Helen in this one. 
But Helen had written on the back that 
he was a pocket size edition of me. 

As I paid the waiter, I glanced across the 
room absently, and was jolted sharply. No, 
it couldn’t be, but there she was. Sheila 
and the other couple were walking toward 
me. I found myself rising as Sheila intro- 
duced me to her companions, a Mr. and 
Mrs. Jensen, and I answered numbly, add- 
ing a little foolishly something about the 
world being so small. 

A half hour later, after we had all fin- 
ished our drinks, Mr. and Mrs. Jensen ex- 
cused themselves. saying that they knew 
how much Sheila liked dancing, so why 
didn’t Sheila and I stay and dance while 
they went out to find a gift shop and buy 
presents to take back home to the kids. As 
I watched them circle the tables and walk 
out, [ couldn’t help wondering whether they 
had noticed my wedding band, and how 
much Sheila had confided in them. 

I was glad that they had left. Now I 
could tell Sheila how much I had wanted 
to call her. Maybe it was the liquor, maybe 
it was being with her again, but I sud- 
denly didn’t give a damn about anything 
that had to do with what people refer to as 
“principles.” 

Sheila had a strange look of disbelief on 
her face. She’d had it since she had first 
spotted me sitting there, and even though 
I had explained as soon as she had sat 
down that I got my orders just after she 
had left the base, she didn’t seem satisfied 
with the explanation. 

“But you knew the name of the hotel I 
was going to. I member mentioning it to 
you when you took me to the station.” 

She looked at me accusingly. Suddenly 
it occurred to me that this was the time 
to tell her some of the things I had decided 
on the plane. I'd have to tell her now. 
Maybe it was best that she had acted im- 
patient with me. 

“Sheila. my God, Sheila,” I took her 
hand, wishing we were somewhere else 


where I could take her in my arms. It was 
so hard to say things, competing with the 
blare of the orchestra. “Are you blind? 
Can’t you see why I didn’t call you? I don 
trust myself any more with you. Away from 
our old gang, in a strange city, sightseeing 
together. . . . Sheila, I love you so much, 
but I didn’t think you’d want it that way.” 

I searched her face. What I sought was 
no longer disguised. There in her eyes was 
all the desire I'd felt for so long. 

It seemed an eternity before she an. 
swered, and her grip on my hand tightened, 

“Doug, I wish it hadn’t happened this 
way... @nd yet... .” 

For a few moments the people around us 
did not exist. The music still played, by 
it was only noise to me as I gazed at a lit. 
tle brown-haired girl and wished that | 
understood her. We were just two people, 
expressing wordlessly our longing for ful. 
fillment of our desires. 

“Sheila, we’ve got to stop kidding our. 
selves. We’ve got to plan. We'll both he 
discharged in a few weeks. As soon as | 
go home and...” I paused, “and tell 
Helen about us, [ll get in touch with you, 
We'll be married as soon as possible.” 

“Yes, that’s the way we'll have to do it, 
and then as if to comfort and reas. 
sure herself, “and I love you so much.” 

A half hour later it was only eleven 
o’clock, but Sheila had suggested that we 
call it an evening. Going to other night 
spots. dancing and drinking and trying to 
act gay would be anti-climax. 

As we climbed into the cab. I realized 
that she hadn’t asked that I drop her of 
first and then go to my hotel, she hadn't 
said she was tired and didn’t want to go 
elsewhere; she had merely said. “Let's 
leave now.” As we rode along in the swift. 
moving traffic, I wondered whether it was 
an unspoken invitation to come up to her 
room. She had declared her love without 
a trace of reluctance. Actually, I had al- 
ready planned to go up with her. After all, 
why should our love wait? 

As we rode in the taxi, Sheila’s head on 
my shoulder, I thought of the day Helen 
andI got married. How Helen [ooked 
when she came out in that ridiculous short 
nightgown. She was so little and kind of 
pigeon-toed, and she had almost looked 
grotesque in the moonlight . . . but cute. 

Helen had always looked cute no matter 
what she had worn. Sometimes she used 
to wear the wrong color combinations, but 
people were always telling her how cute 
she looked. Now Sheila . . . she’d have 
exactly the right kind of clothes in her 
trousseau. 

Then I thought of Russ and wondered 
how things were with him, and I thought 
of Norma back at the field waiting for him 
to come back to her. 

I said goodnight to Sheila in the taxi 
that night. 

I kissed her long and hard and I never 
quite knew why I hadn’t asked to go up 
with her. 
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rPEN DAYS later I was back at the field. 
di I walked up the steps to the sec- 
ond floor of my barracks, it was a welcome 
sight to see Russ lying on his bunk en- 
srossed in a comic book. God, it was good 
to see him again. It had only been three 
weeks but it had seemed months. I set my 
barracks bag on the floor and whacked him 
on the shoulder. 

“You old sonovagun you. How are you? 
By golly, you gained a few pounds, didn’t 
you?” I punched him in the stomach. 

' A sheepish grin spread across his face. 
“Yeah. I guess I did. The wife’s cooking 
” and he stopped. 

“You mean—” I looked at him, wanting 
to hear more and not wanting to ask. His 
face became serious. “It’s kind of a sur- 
prising story. You wouldn’t think a guy 
twenty-eight years old wouldn’t know what 
he wanted, would you?” 

That night I lay on my bunk a long time 
staring at the ceiling. I hadn’t called Sheila 
yet. Maybe I should wait until tomorrow. 
No, I might run into her in the PX or at 
headquarters where it would be hard to 
talk. I put on my hat and walked over to 
the PX. After dialing the number of her 
day room and asking for Sheila, I heard a 
familiar voice call, “Sheila, your man’s on 
the phone.” I'd heard it just like that many 
times before, but this time is irritated me 
a little. 

“Hi, Sheila. I got back this afternoon.” 

“Oh, hi, Darling. How was the trip?” 

“Okay. as Army trips go. Could I meet 
you outside your barracks in about a half 
hour . . . about 9?” 

“Sure, Doug. I'll be there.” 

As I approached the WAF area I saw her 
figure against the desert skyline, and she 
started walking toward me. 

“Tt’s good to see you again, soldier.” She 
looked up and smiled a little. I put my 
arms around her lightly and wondered 
whether she was expecting me to say, “Let’s 
go to the club and dance a while.” 

“Tt’s good to see you again, too, soldier,” 
but I couldn’t add a smile to it as she had 
done. “I’ve missed you,” and I paused, 
croping for the right words, “and while I 
missed you I did a lot of thinking. Sheila, 
I don’t think we should try to plan a def- 
inite future together now. At least until 
I've seen Helen again. You know, when a 
guy hasn’t seen his wife for so long, he 
wonders—” 

Sheila put two fingers over my lips. 
“Doug. I know what you’re trying to say. 
And don’t try to make it easy for me. I 
knew it as soon as I heard your voice to- 
night. And I suspected it even sooner. Up 
in Frisco . . . that night in the taxi . . .” 

She put her cheek against mine, and it 
was wet. 

“Doug, it isn’t goodnight this time. It’s 
goodbye. I’ll be leaving next week myself. 
My papers came through today.” Then she 
added a little shakily, “guess I’ve been see- 
ing too many movies. 

As I undressed for my shower that night, 
I took out my billfold and studied the 
snapshot thoughtfully. THE END 


Stars And Numbers 


(Continued from Page 6) 


household decorations, interior decorating, 
painting and modernizing living quarters 
and business premises. This also applies 
equally to the young woman who would 
like to boost her stock in the eyes of her 
young man through the use of harmonious 
color schemes in clothes and jewelry. 

The Venus ray is also highly stimulating 
to romantic attachments and friendships 
for those born under the earth and water 
signs of Taurus, Virgo and Capricorn; Can- 
cer, Scorpio and Pisces. Taurus-born have 
the spotlight with the popularity that ac- 
companies it during April. This is a month 
for action and lovers who are lax or hesi- 
tant should aim to spring into action this 
month when nature’s impulse gives them 
support, for next month will be too late. 

This Venus position is likewise promis- 
ing for gains in business, employment and 
social life. Taurus- and Scorpio-born will 
accomplish more and gain better results in 
life’s general pattern by adopting a 
thoughtful and practical manner of conduct 
from the 7th to the llth of April. The 
month brings fresh ambitions and adds 
new zest to the fire and air sign birthdays, 
with added emphasis to those born between 
April 13th and 19th, August 15th to 21st 
and December 14th to 22nd. 

While there is some romantic flavor to 
this group throughout the month, the en- 
tire month does not indicate promise for 
marriages. The months that follow will 
show more beneficial support. The 12th 
marks the best planet harmony of the 
month while the 26th and 27th are the 
least attractive. The full moon of the 16th 
and 17th ushers in the high tide for love 
life and conjugal happiness. 

Number combinations in the lead are 1, 
3 and 5; 4, 5 and 6; 3, 6 and 9, with the 
most promising numbers being 3 and 6. 

Following are selected days for April 
that are considered most beneficial to the 
12 signs of the Zodiac: 

Aries: 2, 4, 6, 10, 12, 20, 22, 25, 27. 

Taurus: 1, 4, 9, 11, 12, 13, 14, 23, 24, 28. 

Gemini: 2, 6, 12, 15, 17, 23, 25 29. 30. 

Cancer: 1, 4, 7, 14, 18, 19, 23, 27, 28. 

Leo: 2,6, 7, 10; 17, 20, 23, 27, 29, 30. 

Virgo: 4, 7, 9, 11, 13, 19, 23, 27, 28. 

7, 90, 12, 35, 22, 23, 26, 26, 2B. 
7, 9, 11, 13, 14, 18, 24, 27, 28. 

Sagittarius: 2, 7. 10. 12, 15, 17, 20, 26, 30. 

Capricorn: 1, 4, 5, 7, 11, 12, 14, 18, 23, 
28. 

Aquarius: 1, 3, 6, 15, 17, 20, 25, 27, 29, 
30. 

Pisces: 1, 5, 7, 9, 11, 12, 18; 19; 23,27, 
30. 

Do you know under which sign of the 
Zodiac you were born? If not, this infor- 
mation will be supplied if you send a 





Libra: 6, 
Scorpio: 1, 


self-addressed, stamped, envelope to Helen 
Sides, TAN, 1820 South Michigan Ave., 
Chicago 16. 
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GOVERNMENT 
START AS HIGH AS 
$3,795.00 A YEAR 


Veterans Get Special Preference 
Get Ready Now for Next Examinations 





Grade School Education Necessary 


City Mail Carriers, Post Office Clerks 


Clerks and Carriers now get $3,270.00 the first year 
of regular employment and automatically increase $100 
a year to $4,070.00. Open to Men—Women 18 to 50 
Clerks and Carriers can be promoted to other postal 
positions paying as high as $8,437.00. 


Railway Postal Clerks 


Railway Postal Clerks get $3.470.00 the first year of 
regular employment, being paid on the first and fifteenth 
of each month. ($144.58 each pay day.) Their pay is 
automatically increased yearly to Advance 
may be had to Chief Clerk at $6,565.00 a year. Men 
18 to 50 only. 









3 Days On—3 Days Off—Full Pay 


Railway Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 3 
days and have 3 days off duty or in the same proportion. 
During this off duty their pay continues just as though 
they were working. They travel on a pass when on busi- 
ness When they grow old, they are retired with a 
pension. 
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Many Other Positions 
Many other positions are obtainable. Rural Carriers— 
Stenographers—Typists—Patrol Inspectors—-Meat Inspec- 
tors—ete. Those wishing these positions should qualify 
at once, 


Get Free List of Positions 


Fill out the following coupon. Tear it off and mail 
it today—NOW at once. 
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Women 
You 
Shouldn’t 
Marry 





(Continued from Page 11) 


I wasn’t quite sure myself at that point, 
but I knew I had to come up with some- 
pretty quick or I'd be letting him 
own. “Well—I suppose I could tell you 
bout how I got all fouled up on this mar- 

ige business,” I said hesitantly. “If what 

went through doesn’t straighten you out, 


ning 


u’re a hopeless case.” 

Russ stared at me, unbelieving. “But 

‘u never mentioned before that you'd 
been married, Lou.” 

| gave a bitter laugh. “How often do you 
iention that slug you caught in the arm 
ver there?” I asked him. “No, Kid, the 
more a thing has hurt you the less you 

el like talking about it.” 

[| got up and refilled our glasses. “Yes, 
there are many types of women, and I’ve 
know them all,” I continued. “And when 
you boil it all down, there are six types of 
emales that no man should marry. With 

others you might stand a fifty-fifty 
hance, but if you happen to get hooked 
with any of the six I have in mind— 
ime on you!” 
My friend gazed reflectively into his 
lass and murmured; “Six women no man 
hould marry—you think Zeldo might be 
e of them?” 

[ shrugged. “I don’t even know the lady 

question, Kid,” I said to him, “But I'll 
lay my theory on you and you can judge 
for yourself. First, though, let me tell you 

sad tale of woe. Later on, we'll get to 
the six types and how they operate when 
they get their sights set on a poor, defense- 


ip 


less man.” 

Feeling very mellow and wise, I poured 
myself another drink, stretched my legs 

it in front of me and proceeded to tell 
my story.... 

When they drafted me from a defense 
plant and shipped me out to the South 
Pacific, I was about your age, Kid, I began, 
ind I was head over heels in love with a 
cir! named Winnie. She was a real looker, 
but she was smart, had plenty upstairs. 

It’s not often that you find beauty and 
brains wrapped up in a neat little package 
like Winnie and all the time I was away I 

pt thinking how lucky I was and how 
we'd get married and settle down after the 
war. You know, one of those real romantic 
dreams. : 

Winnie worked as a waitress, but she 
ilways used to tell me that she’d do better 
some day. She had plenty of ambition, all 
right, and that was one of the things I 
liked about her. The only trouble was, 
hings don’t remain the same. Sweating it 

it on one of those coral islands you some- 


sy 


times get the feeling that the world’s stand- 
ing still. How wrong can you be? 

Oh, Winnie was waiting for me when I 
got home and she was just as sweet and 
loving as ever; I was luckier than a lot of 
other guys, who lost out to Jodie. But 
something else had happened while I'd 
been gone. Winnie told me how she’d gone 
to work in a war plant and of the fabulous 
checks she was drawing down. 

In fact, she’d come down to meet me 
dressed in sweater and slacks, all set to go 
to work. After a hello and a goodbye. she 
handed me the key to her apartment and 
told me to make myself comfortable until 
she got back that evening. 

Man, I walked into the finest pad I'd ever 
seen when I got to her place. It looked as 
if Winnie had bought furnishings for it 
just to be spending the money. Cigarette 
rationing—meat rationing? Man, she was 
loaded with everything; she was really 
living. 

When she came in that night I grabbed 
her and mashed a kiss on her, all set to 
make up for everything I’d missed. 

“You'll never know how long I’ve waited 
for this baby,” I whispered into her ear. 
“Did you miss me?” 

“Of course I did, honey,” she said, and 
the way she returned my kiss made me 
know she meant it. 

But just as things were getting interest- 
ing, she looked at her watch and said, “I’m 
not trying to rush you, honey, but I’ve got 
a class at eight and there’s a lot I have to 
do before I’m ready.” 


‘TALK ABOUT being dragged! We 

hadn’t seen each other in two years and 
there she was with her mind on school. As 
the days passed, I learned that the good 
times during the war had made Winnie just 
as independent as a lot of other women. 
She had gotten used to making big money 
and had no eyes for quitting her job for 
a guy who was lucky to find a job, let alone 
make as much as she had. 

And like I said, Winnie was ambitious. 
She was studying accounting in night 
school, but she had bigger plans; she 
wasn’t going to stop there. She had saved 
a lot of money and was going to buy into 
some kind of business; she had her own 
car; and the plain fact was she had mapped 
out our lives for years to come, without 
even asking me what I thought. 

Well, I didn’t need eyeglasses to see that 
wasn’t for me. So I just stopped seeing 
her. She was so busy with her ideas and 
plans, I doubt that she even noticed I was 
gone. The last I heard of her, she was still 
headed for the top, going top speed. 

Russ nodded understandingly. “I see 
what you mean,” he said. “She was too 
ambitious, too independent. She’s Type 
One?” 

I nodded. “I should have known it 
wouldn’t work out when she came down to 
meet me dressed in those pants. I was 
reading just the other day where a famous 
psychologist warned men to steer clear of 


women who wear pants. He was Dr. James 
F. Bender, and he said, “She’s already 
neurotic or suspect of being. She wants to 
wear the pants—literally.’ 

I dug out the clipping I had saved. Dr, 
Bender went on to say, “She’s dominant 

. aggressive and not the subservient 
type a man prefers. . . . Besides, trousers 
take away the callipygian appeal of a 
woman,” I read from the article. “Venus 
de Milo had Callipygian appeal. It refers 
to the hipline. 

“That type of woman gives a man no 
peace of mind; she runs the budget. han. 
dles all his money,” I told Russ. “If she’s 
not breaking her neck to get herself some. 
where then she gets behind a man and 
pushes him ahead. 

“Of course, a man can’t reasonably ob. 
ject to his wife working.” I continued, 
“After all, the figures from the U. S. Labor 
Department show that 19 million women 
are working and half of them are married, 
But like I told Winnie when we broke up, 
‘Only one person in a family can wear the 
pants, baby, and I’m darned if I'll take 
mine off!’ ” 

“What happened after Winnie?” Russ 
asked. 

“Talk about jumping from the frying pan 
into the fire!’ Man, I jumped with both 
feet and I’ve never been the same since!” 
I exclaimed. I went on with my story. 

I guess it was only natural that after 
Winnie, I looked for someone just the op- 
posite from her. That’s what I thought I'd 
found when I met Susan, a quiet home 
girl. She could cook, she could sew, she 
could do anything around a house. 

I used to go over to her folks’ house for 
dinner, and Susan would put together some 
meals that would bust your vest! After 
wards, the older people would turn the 
parlor over to us and I'd operate a while! 
She was small and cuddly and so sweet 
you felt like spouting poetry. All in all, 
she was so different from Winnie I just 
knew this was it. She made a guy feel like 
a man and there was certainly nothing 
masculine about her, 

“So you married her?” the Kid asked, 
leaning forward in his seat. 

I brushed aside his impatience. “I’m 
coming to that part in a minute,” I told 
him. “I just want to show you right here 
how you can tell from little things that 
happen in front what kind of a chance you 
stand of making a marriage work out.” 

I’ve already told you that Susan and I 
used to go into the parlor to spoon—as the 
old folks used to call it—but between you 
and me we got in some pretty heavy neck- 
ing. She was built for it, too. 

She had long black hair and eyes that 
made you melt inside when she smiled up 
at you. She never wore much makeup, but 
she had the kind of good looks that didn’t 
need it. I always tried to keep in mind that 
she was a nice girl and came from a good 
home, but once or twice I sort of over 
stepped the bounds. 

I remember one time in particular when 
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we were alone in the house and we’d been 
kissing and teasing for a long time. She 
was returning my kisses with a fervor that 
almost made me forget my good inten- 
tions. Anyway, she pulled back suddenly 


and wouldn’t let me get within two feet 


of her. 

“What’s the matter, darling?” I asked. 

“JI don’t know, Lou,” she answered. 
“[ feel all funny inside—and kind of 
scared.” 

Of course, I did my best to calm her 
down and soothe her feelings, but if I 
hadn’t been so starry-eyed I would have 
never seen her again. She was a nice girl, 
I kept telling myself and things would be 
different after everything was legalized. 

The joke was on me. On our wedding 
night I discovered that sweet little Susan 


*hadn’t even heard of the birds and bee 


routine, let alone know what it was about! 
I'd be lying if I said I wasn’t disappointed, 
but I made up my mind to be patient. 

I’'d been around enough to teach her the 
facts of life so she wouldn’t be afraid, I 
figured. But that didn’t work, neither did 
the books I bought for her, and neither did 
the visits to the family doctor she agreed to 
make. 

Russ pursed his lips. “She was frigid. 
That’s Type Two, I presume?” 

“Susan was a real mixed-up kid,” I went 
on. “She was bugged on another subject, 
too.” 

I tried to make the best of a bad situa- 
tion. I knew it was a little early in life for 
me to settle down, but a person can get 
he has to; army life 
I was willing to put up 


used to anything 
taught me that. 

with Susan’s few and far between attempts 
to fulfill her wifely duties, but I soon found 
that she was too perfect in other respects. 

We had a nice apartment and she kept 
it spotless. That was fine, except that I 
didn’t dare relax in the place. I couldn’t 
smoke in the living room for fear I’d drop 
ashes; I couldn’t take off my shoes when 
I came home, and I’d better not be in the 
house five minutes after getting home from 
work without taking a bath. 

There are women like that, 
who work out their frustrations by being 
fanatics about their homes and their pos- 
sessions. Lots of them are worse dictators 
than Type One, who come right out with 
their domination, because they use all the 
feminine tricks in the book to get their 
way. They'll flatter a man, butter him up 
and, the first thing he knows, he’s doing 
something he swore he’d never do in a mil- 
lion years. 

Russ smiled. “Then you’d put your wife 
into another category as well as Type 
Two,” he remarked. “That makes three.” 

“Ex-wife,” I corrected. “I believe that 
cleanliness is next to godliness, but there’s 
No point in running it in the ground. What 
made it so bad, Susan liked the idea of 
being married and it took a long time and 
alot of loot to get my freedom.” 


you know, 


WASN’T particular about divorcing 

Susan. She was perfectly happy to let 
me go my way ard she went hers. But she 
had a friend, Gloria, and the minute she 
learned that Gloria and I wanted to get 
together, Susan did her level best to keep 
us apart. She liked to entertain, mostly to 
be able to show off, I believe, and one night 
Gloria was among the bunch who dropped 
in. 

I don’t get excited very easily, but when 
Gloria walked into the room I could feel 
my temperature rise. When I tell you that 
she made the most glamorous woman you 
can think of look sick, that’s only half the 
story. 

She could walk across a room and make 
it look like a rhumba and when she turned 
those exotic eyes of hers on you, and stuck 
her lips out in a little pout, it was too 
much for the average cat. Man, she was 
the most! 

I caught her smiling at me, so I strolled 
over to where she sat next to the guy who’d 
brought her. “You ought to wear dark 
I said, playing it real cool. 

” she wanted to 


glasses,” 

“Any particular reason? 
know. 

“Those peepers of yours,” I said, “A guy 
could get a lot of ideas from the way they 
misbehave.” 

“Who said they misbehave? 
archly. 

“Don’t tell me I read those flashing sig- 
nals correctly,” I said, more interested than 
ever now. 

“Suppose we dance?” she suggested, her 
“T think your wife is 


” she asked 


lips barely moving. 
getting jealous.” 

“Don’t worry about her,” I scoffed, tak- 
ing her into my arms. “We have an under- 
standing.” 

Gloria gave a low, throaty laugh. “Even 
so, suppose we move our feet, just for ap- 
pearance sake?’ 

While we danced, we talked, and by the 
time the party had ended, I’d made a date 
with Gloria. Each time Id see her I'd lose 
a little more of my heart until finally I was 
hooked. Gloria went for me in a big way; 
when Susan refused to be reasonable about 
a divorce, Gloria didn’t drop me. 

In fact, it seemed that she was even 
more sympathetic and loving. We didn’t 
bother to hide the fact that we were in love 
and my love for her grew even greater 
when I realized that our relationship was 
more damaging to her reputation than to 
mine. 

Once again, I let my heart overrule my 
head. Although she kept saying she loved 
only me, Gloria made no attempt to control 
those roving eyes of hers. More than once 
I almost tangled with some guy, who swore 


Also, I 


should have guessed her trouble from the 


she had given him the old come-on. 


way she never seemed to get enough lov- 
ing. She was almost too much for me, and 
that’s saying a lot! 

I had gone ahead with the divorce action 
and was making plans for getting married 
to Gloria when it came out into the open. 
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| caught her playing postoffice with a guy 
she barely knew and this time she didn’t 
even try to convince me that things were 
not what they seemed. 

“Tet’s face it, Lou,” she said frankly, 
“That’s the way I am. I can’t help it.” 

For the first time in my life I was actual- 
ly speechless. “What about me?” I finally 
cot out, “You said you loved me, and I 
Know you do!” 

“T do love you, darling,” she said almost 
tearfully, “in my own way. I go along com- 
pletely satisfied for a time, then boom! It 
happens—I see someone and all my resist- 
ance melts. I don’t know, it’s the thrill of 
something new, I guess.” 

“Is that what I was—a new thrill?” 
She lowered her eyes, but didn’t answer. 
She didn’t have to. I knew that she’d al- 
ways be searching for something new, and 
finding it, would soon grow tired and start 
ull over again. Only a fool could imagine 
that he could keep her faithful. 

There’s a scientific name for women like 
her—nymphomaniac. I’m not saying that 
there aren’t men who have the same insati- 
able desire, the same need for making new 
onquests. But somehow, in a man, it 
doesn’t seem so cheap or so immodest. 

“So now we have four types.” Russ re- 
marked, ticking them off on his fingers. 
“But Zelda doesn’t fit any of them.” 

Then I went over the entire list for him, 


> 


all six types: 
I. The independent or overly-ambitious 
type. She’s the gal with brains; in school 


she makes the highest grades, thereby 
frightening away the mere male with just 
average marks—the majority of them. In 
the office when she later goes to work, she 
becomes their competitor, usually doing her 
job with a ruthlessness and grim deter- 
mination that also decrease her chances 
for winning a husband. 

Her natural aggressiveness is an asset 
to this type of woman if she happens to be 
athletically inclined or is in politics or some 
‘ther field that men usually claim for their 
own. When she finally does get married 
she either drives her husband to distraction 
or gets behind him and by sheer will power 
pushes him to success. 

Dr. Paul Popenoe, general director of 
the American Institute of Family Rela- 
tions, points out that “One of the disad- 
antages of aggressiveness in marriage is 
that the partner is always so conveniently 
it hand to be attacked! The over-aggres- 
ive woman wants to boss someone, and her 
husband is the natural victim. Perhaps 
the children then follow suit. Thomas 
Henry Huxley used to say facetiously, ‘I’m 

ot only hen-pecked, but chicken-pecked!’ ” 

Il. The Frigid Type; The “frigid” label 
is often mistakenly applied by men to nor- 
mal women who just don’t happen to go 
or the male involved. There is more to 
exual frigidity than mere indifference or 
dislike of one particular man, and a lot of 

isinformation has been circulated regard- 
ing this aspect of feminine life. Needless 

say there are frigid women, but it seems 


4 


that their ranks grow thinner with every 
scientific study that is published. 

The latest Kinsey Report reveals that in 
marital relations women who have orgasm 
do so 70 to 77 per cent of the time; three- 
fourths of the women interviewed by Dr. 
Kinsey and his associates experienced an 
orgasm in the first year of marriage. How- 
ever, by the twentieth year of marriage. 11 
per cent were still unable to reach the 
climax. 

Dr. Lena Levine states in an article that 
“frigidity, more than anything else, may 
send a husband out to find what he wants 
in the arms of the ‘other woman.’ ” 

Then she adds, “As for whose fault it 
is that the wife is frigid, the answer is, 
‘Neither the husband’s nor the wife’s.’ It is 
the result of background, or improper in- 
troduction to sex, of overprotective parents 
who were terrified for their daughter’s vir- 
tue. The fault goes back to the days of 
Queen Victoria, to those who suppress 
proper sex education for young people 
when their curiosity about themselves be- 
gins to develop. 

“The fault lies also in our present cul- 
ture, the dreams of marriages inspired by 
popular fiction, movies, the radio, that 
sugar-coated stuff that wouldn’t survive the 
rigors of real life for long or satisfy most 
red-blooded young men and women, no 
matter how glamorous it appears on the 
screen or sounds over the air.” 

III. The Promiscuous Type: This is the 
female counterpart of the Don Juan type 
in men. “We call it the Messalina type,” 
writes Dr. Fritz Wittels, author of “Sex 
Habits of American Women,” using 
the name of a Roman empress, wife of 
Emperor Claudius, who had her exe- 
cuted at the age of only twenty-six. That 
short span of life was long enough for her 
to ‘use up’ an incredible number of men, 
some of whom she caused to be killed at 
dawn the morning after .. . 

“Messalina is not afraid of men, she 
uses her charm, which is irresistible to cer- 
tain types of men, to force them into her 
embrace, and throws them away after- 
wards, as an infant would a toy. She often 
has definite contempt for these men right 
from the start, but more often after only 
a short time of sexual enthusiasm.” 

Dr. Wittels says further. “She has a 
father fixation and hates all men because 
they cannot substitute for her father. This 
type of woman may turn in despair to 
overt Lesbianism. So long as she con- 
tinues her restless search among men, she 
seems to be the opposite of a Lesbian. She 
suffers from erotomania, which in woman 
is called nymphomania.” 

IV. The Dramatically-emotional type: 
Calling this type of woman an “emotional 
chameleon” because of the ease and rapid- 
ity with which she can change her moods, 
a recent article says she “can be gay, 
tragic and all the stages in-between, at 
will. First time out, she'll be devastating- 
ly witty about experiences in which she 
was the central figure. Later, in moments 


of high romance, she'll be a passionate 


Juliet . . . Through it all, of course, she 
is acting, is never quite genuinely moved 
or sincere in her attitudes. 

“Actually. she is a dreaming adolescent, 
and, as with most immature personalities, 
she has a selfish, in-turned viewpoint that 
makes rational discussion impossible. Her 
mate’s forbidding task: to make her step 
across the footlights into reality.” 


N MANY CASES, this is the helpless, 

clinging-vine baby-doll woman who has 
never quite grown up. Some men prefer 
them because it makes them feel so mascu- 
line, so protective. But if a man marries 
one, trouble lies ahead. More than likely 
she is the narcissus type—in love with her- 
self and is therefore an exhibitionist, a 
show-off. 

Declares Dr. Wittels, “What will and 
what can become of a girl, who rather by 
fate than by her own fault is forced into 
loving herself and herself only? 

“The haven that this type is destined to 
reach seems to be the stage: acting, danc- 
ing, perhaps singing .. .” 

Going into the reasons for the develop- 
ment of this kind of person, the writer 
states, “One of the most frequent reasons, 
as mentioned before, is being the only 
child in the family, the only girl, father’s 
pet, perhaps his oldest or youngest child,” 
then adds that the “end product [is] the 
girl in love with herself, unable to estab- 
lish a constructive, living relationship 
with any other object, not even her own 
children . . . However, most women of 
the category under consideration are not 
of this kind. They show no special charac- 
teristics, they just do not know anybody 
but themselves.” 

V. The “Perfect Housewife”: The aver- 
age housewife (or homemaker, as some 
prefer to be called) does a pretty com- 
mendable job taking care of her family, 
especially with the aid of the countless 
electrical and mechanical gadgets and ap- 
pliances. As a matter of fact, less and less 
emphasis is being placed on preparation 
of the modern bride for her household 
duties. 

In contrast to times past, when every 
girl served an apprenticeship beside her 
mother in the kitchen, the theory today 
seems to be that taking the marriage vows 
automatically endows a bride with all the 
culinary skill they need to run a happy 
household. 

For instance, Dorothy Roe, Women’s 
editor of the Associated Press, conducted 
a survey recently and found that “Half 
of the housewives admitted they didn’t 
know a frying pan from a pressure cooker 
when they glided down the aisle. Only 4 
scant 10 per cent considered themselves 
good cooks at the time of their marriage. 
Only 19 per cent felt that they were pro 
ficient housekeepers. Only a few knew 
how to do the washing.” 

Admittedly confined to a small number 
of city and suburban women, the inter 
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views revealed that some 75 per cent felt 
specific training was needed, just as it 
would be for a job as secretary, nurse or 
accountant. 

But at the other extreme are those wom- 
en who make a fetish of maintaining 
homes where a guest is almost afraid to 
enter without taking off his shoes. Such 
women have what Dr. Wittels calls the 
“housewife psychosis.” He says that “the 
weapons of those women are and 
duster and the bottle of cleaning fluid. 
They pretend that they wish to keep the 
home clean and comfortable, but turn out 
to be the worst enemies of a pleasant, in- 
habitable home.” 

Afraid of the marital relationship or 
disappointed because it fails to live up to 
expectations, the marriage expert states 
that they then practice what labor unions 
call “passive resistance . . . As railroad 
men paralyze traffic by obeying literally 
all the rules, so the housewife obeys the 
rules of orderliness to a degree that makes 
everything perish the way she practices 


mop 


them. Thus she takes her revenge on a 
husband whom she does not love, who 


perhaps does not love her.” 

The author then tells the story of a 
woman worked in her household 
until she was completely exhausted. Her 
husband liked to play the piano, but she 
closed and locked the lid because other- 
wise-she would have to wash the keyboard 
over and over again and she was too tired 
to do it in addition to all the other exhaust- 
ing housework. Soon afterwards her hus- 
band died and the entire housewife psy- 
chosis broke down.” 

VI. The Possessive Type: This type is 
really a combination of several others. She 
may be domineering—as the Independent 
woman—but only in order to completely 
possess her man; she may be the helpless 
type, but only because this pose guaran- 
tees that her husband has no time or 
energy for anyone or anything else. 

Jealousy is an important part of her 
makeup, but it need not necessarily be 
directed at another woman. Her husband’s 
job, his hobby, his night out with “the 
boys”—all generate a fear that perhaps 
she is losing him, or may lose him. 

One writer, who conducts a_ popular 
“love clinic” column, states, “Actually, 
like sex, jealousy in itself is normal, 
wholesome, natural and desirable. Jeal- 
ousy is the normal reaction of a husband 
or wife to any threat—real or imagined— 
to the happiness of a treasured marriage. 
. . Every wife needs constant reassur- 
ance that her husband regards her as the 
superior of any other woman. To have his 
attention or admiration stray, 
superficially, represents a threat to the 
wife’s reassurance . . .” 


“who 


however 


He continues: “The abnormally jealous 
wife is one who will get involved in a hair- 
pulling match if she suspects some woman 
has designs on her husband. She distrusts 
her husband completely, searches his 
pockets when he is asleep, throws things 
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at him if her jealousy is aroused, nags con- 
stantly, uses fantastic pretexts for getting 
a look at any suspected ‘other woman.’ 

“The basis of this abnormal jealousy is 
not love, as it is for normal jealousy, but 
a dread sense of insecurity. The abnormal- 
ly jealous husband or wife feels that he or 
she is an inferior person...” is the 
columnist’s conclusion. 

In other instances, the need to satisfy 
her ego may account for a woman “col- 
as some people collect 
stamps or coins. Reluctant to turn loose 
any one of her “possessions,” the single 
woman of this type may never get married; 
a polyandrous society would be paradise 


lecting’” men 


to her. 


I AVING COMPLETED my discourse, 
I waited for some comment from 
Russ. He chuckled to himself and eyed 
me dubiously. “Sarge, I'll say one thing 
you sure sound convincing, even though 
I've got a hunch you’ve been giving me 
the business.” 

I smiled tolerantly. “That’s okay, Kid. 
Older and wiser men than you have walked 
into a woman-made trap with their eyes 
I wish you all the luck in the world 
with this—what’s her name, Zelda?—be- 
cause you'll need it!” 

“Incidentally,” he added smugly, “Zel- 
da doesn’t fit into any one of those six 
types you mentioned.” 

“T never claimed that there weren’t 
more than six,” I told him. “I just said 
that those six were the worst.” 

He thought for a moment, then asked, 
“How about doing me a favor? I'd like 
for you to meet her, talk with her. Maybe 
you'll discover a new type, Number seven, 
like a scientist discovering a miracle drug 


” 


open. 


or something. 

I laughed aside his suggestion and 
treated it as a joke, until, when he was 
ready to leave, he insisted that he bring 
Zelda around. : 

“All right,” I agreed reluctantly, “but 
you're the only guy I’d do this for.” 

“Swell, Sarge,” he smiled. “And you 
know what? I’m betting that Zelda will 
make hash out of your fancy theories!” 

[ did meet Zelda, and Russ was right. 
She didn’t fit into any preconceived notion 
{ might have had. We spent a lot of time 
together, the three of us, talking and hav- 
ing fun. And all the time I was trying to 
figure her out, trying to analyze her. 

As it turned out, my conclusions were 
of little use to Russ. He met a shake 
dancer one night and the next day eloped 
with her to Atlantic City. Oddly enough, 
the last time I heard from him, they were 


doing well together. 


Maybe my “lecture” did help him pick ° 


a suitable wife. At least, I like to think 
he picked up some of the knowledge I tried 
to pass on to him. Because he was a 
smart kid; the way he had Zelda pegged 
for a wonderful girl proved that. You 
ee, she’s made me the sweetest wife a guy 
END 


ri ould want. 
56 


How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 13) 


pened that old man Parks got to worrying 
about the drop in attendance. To drum up 
more business, he took a look at Butts and 
me one night and cooked up an idea. He 
talked to Alex Tolliver, the manager and 
producer, and Alex contacted Butts and 
me. 

“How would you kids like to make some 
extra money?” he wanted to know. 

We almost jumped down his throat. 
Then he explained what he had in mind. 
Mr. Parks wanted to stage a wedding of 
the pair of us on the stage under the tent 
and let the people see what amounted to a 
“Tom Thumb” marriage. For our part in 
this affair, which Alex said wouldn’t “mean 
anything at all,” we were to get $40 apiece. 

Butts was so happy that he spent the 
money before he got it. I almost did the 
same. Forty dollars in those days was a 
whole lot of money, not only for young- 
sters, but for grownups as well. You must 
remember that in 1916 in the South even 
$1 a day was considered a fair wage. 

Parks and Tolliver got a local Baptist 

preacher named Rev. Burkes, to perform 
the ceremony. Meanwhile, it had been ad- 
vertised all over Greenville. That night 
over 5,000 people jammed into the tent 
grounds to see the wedding and Parks 
charged each one of them the regular ad- 
mission price to get in. I later heard he 
made over $2,000 on us. 
* The whole cast of the show was in on 
the act. Among them were Artybelle 
McGinty. Lorett Wooden, the bicycle act; 
Coot Grant of Grant & Wilson, Ma Rainey, 
Nettie Perry, Clara Smith, Fred Quelley, 
the West Indian who led the band, also 
played for the wedding. He had the leg- 
less piano player, Keg Howard, at the 
piano. 

After Rev. Burkes had said his “now I 
pronounce you, Susie Hawthorne and Jodie 
Edwards, man and wife,” we separated, 
figuring that was all there was to it. 

But it wasn’t. Other folks in the show 
started watching us closely to see what 
happened. They used to try and catch us 
together by knocking on my door or on the 
door of the room Butts slept in while we 
were at the boarding house in Greenville. 
They never caught us together because 
we simply didn’t have any interest in one 
another. The wedding, we figured, was a 
fake wedding and that was that. 

We were sure we were not man and wife 
because before the tent wedding, Butts had 
been turned down as being too young when 
he applied for a license at the court house. 
To get one, Mr. Parks had to use his in- 
fluence to get the man to grant us one. 

Things went on for six weeks. There 
was a lot of prying and snooping to see 
when “Butts and I got together” but we 
fooled them. I slept alone and so did he. 
Then the show packed up and hit the road 
for Charlotte, N. C. 


We had been working there for only 
three days when a letter came to Butts. It 
was from the Rev. Burkes. In it he said, 
“T don’t play around with God. Here js 
your marriage license. You and Sue are 
really man and wife because when I marry 
them they are really married.” 

Butts showed the letter to me. But I stil] 
couldn’t believe it. That night we kissed 
for the first time since the wedding. Later 
on after the show was over, I heard some. 
body knocking at my door. Opening it, ] 
saw it was Butts. He had his bags with 
him. 

“Move over” he said. Still later, some. 
body in the show got wind of what had 
happened and a bunch of them were out- 
side in the hall when one of the group 
pushed open the door. Looking inside, 
they saw Butts lying in my arms dead 
asleep. 

Since that night, Butts and I have never 
been away from one another, never had a 
quarrel, never had the slightest scandal in- 
volving our names and thank God that as 
the oldest act in Negro show business, we 
have so many people who wish us well 
every step of the way. Our big home in 
Chicago is our biggest pride and comfort. 
There we entertain our friends and we 
keep it as our shrine. We have reared one 
adopted daughter and are now rearing her 
child, a four-year-old girl. 





Teen Talk 
(Continued from Page 14) 


Dad’s brow, cut down on your expenses or 
offer to get a parttime job to add some- 
thing to the family coffers. In case you 
cannot help with the finances, let your 
parents know that you are aware of the 
situation and that in itself will be an assur- 
ing factor and will help morally. 

While it is absolutely essential that you 
tell your parents your troubles and ask for 
advice, don’t do it at the time they have 
money or other problems of their own. Let 
the folks relax and forget their own prob- 
lems for awhile. 

Family living isn’t always smooth sail- 
ing—but you are expected to help make 
it so as much as possible. And now with 
the family coming back in vogue, the most 
important fact to realize is that family 
living is a project that must be worked at 
continually. 

Don’t shudder in horror or get the idea 
that you are to give up all of your outside 
friends. On the contrary, the best thing 
to do is to keep making more and more 
friends and continue to broaden your out- 
side interests in order to pass these experi- 
ences on to members of your own clan 
under your own tepee. 

As a starter in this return to the fireside, 
why not arrange an evening with your folks 
and one of your boy friends or girl friends 
as the case may be—at the movies, for 
dinner or playing cards? This reintroduc- 
tion to your parents will be fun. 
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Slave To 


Passion 
(Continued from Page 28) 





kind who always takes over the floor with- 
out even meaning to at a party. 

Coming home from school, I used to al- 
ways see Curly on the street corner with the 
hoys in the neighborhood gang. Mother, 
who was very strict with me and my sister, 
Lou, had always taught us that the boys 
who were around the corner so much were- 
nt the kind we should bother with. But 
there was a fascination about Curly. 

I loved the way he smiled. I loved the 


mischief in his eye and, just like almost 
every girl in the neighborhood, I would 


have given a right arm to be his girl. Curly 
was one of those rare individuals who can 
charm both women and men and who is the 
idol of little kids, the magnet to which 
small babies seem to want to crawl. 

One day, all of sixteen, I decided to do 
something about it. I didn’t really think I 
had much chance because Curly was pretty 
smart about not getting caught in girl-traps. 
He played around with all the girls and be- 
came the special boy friend of none. 

I wrote Curly a note. I didn’t know when 
I'd get a chance to deliver it to him because 
I didn’t dare walk up to him when the 
gang was around. If he had read my note 
and laughed at me or shown it to the other 
fellows, I would have died. I made up my 
mind to carry the note around with me just 
as long as it took me to get a chance to 
give it to him. 

The note was very childish and I had 
many, many thoughts about destroying it 
but I never did. Two weeks after I 
the note, I happened to run into 
alone. 

“Hi, Anne,” he said. “When you 
to let me take you out?” 

That was always what he asked me, 
knowing how much it hurt me to have him 
suggest so lightly something which would 


wrote 


Curly 
going 


never 


have put me in a seventh heaven of bliss. 

“After you read this,” I said. I shoved 
the note into his hands and walked away 
fom him just as fast as my legs would 
take me. 

Thad written: “Dear Curly: I think I am 
very much in love with you, but you don’t 
sem to be interested in any girl more than 
a just a friend to speak to. Please don’t 
tll anyone that I wrote you or show this 
tote to anyone. Do you think you could 
ter like me well enough to be my boy- 
friend—steady, I mean? If you do, please 
come to see me tomorrow afternoon. I will 
be home alone.” 

Idied a thousand deaths of suspense and 
shame that day after I had run into the 
house and straight up to my room to sit 


there trembling, wondering what Curly’s 
reaction would be. Somehow, I wished 
that I could take back that suggestive last 
sentence, letting him know that I would be 
home alone. Maybe he would come to see 
me and maybe he would be coming around 
only because what I had written made me 
sound really fresh and fast. 

It may be hard for you to understand 
that really I wasn’t a bad girl. But, 
face it, every once in a lifetime a girl meets 
someone who makes her feel different. May- 
be it’s the way he looks at her. Maybe it’s 
Against that person she has much 
less than against others. That 
person can make her weak, can persuade 
her to do things she might never do if any- 
one else were involved. 

That’s the way it was with me about 
Curly. I felt there wasn’t anything on earth 
he could ask of me that I wouldn’t give. If 
getting him meant doing the bad things I'd 
tried to shy away from, then I was 


now, 


let’s 


his smile. 
resistance 


always 
willing to pay that price. 

I lived in a tumult of agony all that day 
and the next. In school I was as nervous 
as a cat. I couldn’t wait to get home and, 
for some silly reason, I dreaded passing the 
block and seeing Curly. If 
I wanted 


corner of our 
I was going to see him that day 
it to be when he came to my house and rang 
my doorbell. But I kept, telling myself, sim- 
ply to steel myself against disappointment, 
that he wouldn’t show up. 

At home, I put my books down, went into 
the living room and switched on the radio. 
I wanted to sit by the window and watch to 
see if Curly would come down the street. 
But I knew that doing this would only make 
the suspense more unbearable. I tried to in- 
terest myself in a book. That didn’t work. 
It was Friday. Mother had taken her usual 
Friday afternoon trip over to my aunt’s and 
Lou had gone off to Long Island for the 
weekend. 

The ticking of the clock seemed ridicu- 
lously loud and the hands of the clock 
seemed to crawl. It was almost four. He’s 
not coming, I decided. He probably thinks 
me a very silly girl. I lay on the sofa, 
stretched out on my stomach and the tears 
came. Why hadn't I been born pretty so 
that Curly would notice me? Why had I 
had to fall with a boy who didn’t 
care? 

My heart was pounding so loud that I 
was certain it would come out of my body. 
It pounded 
through the glass of the door, 


love 


when I 
that Curly 


even louder saw, 
was standing outside. 

I flung the door open. Now that he had 
come, I felt strange and shaky inside. 

“Hi, Anne,” He was 
looking at me in a way he never had before. 

My voice sounded foolish to me. 


he said casually. 


“Won’t you come in?” I invited. 

He wiped the bottoms of his shoes off 
carefully on the door mat. He came in and 
I closed the door. 

“Right in there, 
the living room. 

I watched him as he walked ahead of me. 


* T said, pointing toward 
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pimples, 
blackheads, 
ugly rashes 
get you down! 





3 
You can do something about it. Yes, 
now you can do more than just dream 
about a clearer, smoother skin. Thou- 
sands have proved it! Those happy 
people know what happens when they 
use Palmer’s SKIN-SUCCESS Soap. 

MEDICATED FOAM WORKS WONDERS 

This deep-acting complexion care goes 
right to work clearing away those sur- 
face skin germs that often aggravate 
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I don’t know why but there was something 
about the back of his neck that made me 
want to kiss it over and over again. 

Things didn’t go as badly as I was afraid 
they would. I had feared I'd be self-con- 
scious and covered with confusion about 
writing the note, about my boldness. But it 
didn’t happen that way. It was all because 
of Curly. He had the gift of putting people 
at ease. He made everything seem so 
natural and right. He hadn’t been in the 
house five minutes before he fished in his 
pocket and brought out my note. 

“You take this back,” he said, handing it 
to me. “I saved it for you so you’d know I 
didn’t show it to anyone else. I wouldn’t do 
that, Ann.” 

He looked me straight in the eye when he 
said it. I had to believe him. I would have 
believed anything he told me. 

I couldn’t keep looking at him. I felt so 
guilty then. 

“Did you think my note was silly?” I 
asked. 

“Nothing’s ever silly that a person takes 
the trouble to think about doing or writing 
or saying,” Curly answered. That was the 
way he was. He would make statements 
that amazed me. I’d always figured him for 
a person with not too much intelligence. I 
guess that was part of my subconscious 
snobbery. I knew that he didn’t go to high 
school but I found out that day—and in- 
creasingly in the days that followed—that 
he possessed that wonderful thing people 
call common sense which isn’t really so 
common, after all. 

Before I knew it, Curly and I were in- 
volved in a long conversation. I loved sitting 
there listening to him talk. He was ever so 
much nicer than I’d dared dream. Even 
though he didn’t deliberately talk about 
himself, I learned a great deal about him. 
He came from a pretty poor home and I 
gathered the impression that he was a little 
awed by my house which really wasn’t any 
more than the average middle class place. 

But Curly lived in an apartment with his 
mother. They’d moved from place to place 
ever since he could remember, sometimes 
because she lost her job and couldn’t pay 
the rent. He didn’t complain about their cir- 
cumstances. Nor did he seem ashamed. He 
just said everything he said as a matter of 
fact. He seemed to be suggesting that if 
people wanted to accept him, well and 
good. If they didn’t, well and good. 

Curly loved popular music. We talked 
about our favorite singers, our favorite band 
leaders. I played a few records and we 
danced. But even though I couldn’t hide 
the weakness which overcame me when he 
held me in his arms, even though I danced 
closer to him than I’d danced with anyone 
else, even though my breath came hard and 
every part of me cried out for him, Curly 
didn’t make one advance. I felt terribly 
frustrated about this and more so when, 
just as it was beginning to get dark, he left 
me without even looking like he wanted to 
kiss me. 


A FTER THAT, Curly came to see me 
+* often. We arranged our rendezvous at 
times when Mother wasn’t in because | 
knew she. didn’t approve of him. I was 
happiest sitting talking to him—or rather 
listening to him talk. He seemed to get a 
great thrill out of telling me things that | 
felt he didn’t tell other people. In the 
crowd he was always sparkling, merry, the 
center of attraction. 

Just as I had told him in a note I wanted 
to be his girl, I finally had to break down 
and tell him that I wanted him to possess 
me. We had gotten to the point where we 
could talk together about anything under 
the sun without shame. So, one day, unable 
to stand any longer seeing him so constant. 
ly and not being his, I confessed the way | 
felt about him. I told him unsparingly of 
the dreams I had of lying in his arms, sur. 
rendering to him completely. 

“Is it wrong to feel that way, Curly?” 
I whispered huskily. “It is bad?” 

He smiled a smile that sent my senses 
reeling. 

“No, honey,” he said. “It isn’t bad.” 

The wall was down, the barrier gone. | 
went into Curly’s arms and the going was 
what I imagined it would be to some desper- 
ate traveller crossing a harsh desert land 
and coming upon a cooling spring. Gently, 
tenderly, almost like an artist, Curly took 
the love I offered. I knew all the thousand 
ecstasies of Arabian nights, of the throb- 
bing, pulsing beat of hot music. 

I knew that what we had done was sup- 
posed to be wrong. But how could it be so 
wrong and be so right? I knew that the 
only thing that could happen to me to make 
the world impossible was for me to lose 
Curly to someone else. From that time on, 
whenever we were harmonious in the act of 
love, I would say, almost sobbing with rap- 
ture: 

“Who do you love, Curly?” 

“T love you, Ann,” he would say. 

“Who do you belong to?” I would ask. 

“To you, Ann,” the answer always came. 

Then I would say the words which spelled 
out the love I bore for him, the anxiety 
which had come to me as a price of the 
pleasure of that love. The words were a 
plea and a prayer—and a fear. 

“Don’t ever leave me. Curly,” I would 
beg. “Please don’t ever leave me.” 

He never answered with words but he 
answered with his lips and his lips said 
that as long as there was a world with both 
Curly and me in it, he would love me truly. 

There were two things Curly used to tell 
me very frequently. I took neither one of 
them seriously. The first was that if there 
was going to be any breakup between us, 
I would be the one who caused it. The 
second was that he didn’t expect to live 
long. The first thing seemed utterly absurd 
to me because I would have given up any- 
thing for Curly and couldn’t dream the time 
would ever come when I would place any- 
one else before him. 

The second—his insistence that he 
wouldn’t live long—worried me somewhat 
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when he first mentioned it. At first, I 
thought it a melodramatic statement of the 
type he sometimes liked to make. But Jater, 
when he explained that he had a very bad 
lung. I became quite concerned. 

But the thought of anything happening to 
Curly became preposterous in my mind. 
Nothing could happen to him, I decided, be- 
cause I needed him so much that it would 
have been an unthinkable cruelty to have 
him taken from me. 

I never thought about it then, but now I 
know that Curly accepted my wish to keep 
our love a secret. He accepted it because 
of his fatalistic belief that some day I, who 
always begged and pleaded for him never 
to leave me, would leave him and his belief 
that he wasn’t going to live long. 

For three years Curly and I kept up this 
secret love affair. In the meantime, to satisfy 
mother and perhaps to satisfy my own de- 
sires—like hers—to be in the social lime- 
light, I lived another life which left Curly 
out completely. I mingled with the people 
in the neighborhood who were the “right” 
people. I attended the correct parties and 
went to the select dances. 

Mother wanted me to be a part of that 
life for two reasons. She loved the thing 
people call “class” and “social position” 
and having me accepted by the so-called 
four hundred fed her ego. The other reason 
was that she wanted me to marry into a 
family which had some standing in the 
community, 

She was thrilled when Roger Sims began 
to pay me a deal of attention. Roger’s 
father was a successful doctor and Roger 
was going to become a carbon copy of his 
dad. I liked Roger, in spite of all his stuffy 
ideas about social position and class. He 
was good-looking and just foolish enough 
to appeal to the maternal in me. I was so 
sure of Curly, so complete in his love that 
I was somewhat overbalanced. 

You would think wouldn’t you, that Curly 
would have been enough to fill my life. 
Maybe it will be hard for you to understand 
why I agreed to marry Roger. I’m not go- 
ing to try to make excuses or try to make 
it pretty. I was selfish and proud. I wanted 
what Roger had to offer—his social posi- 
tion, his financial independence, the fact 
that marrying him would make me a “suc- 
cess” in mother’s eyes. 

Worst of all, and it makes my skin crawl 
to admit it, I wanted Roger because I felt 
that I could have him and what he could 
give and still keep Curly. You see. I had 
grown to believe that no one else could ever 
take Curly from me. I was a coward. Lov- 
ing Curly as I did, I should have been 
woman enough to say to the world: “This 
is the man I truly love. What you think of 
him, his social status, his background, is 
not important to me. What is important to 
me is that I love him.” 

But I didn’t have that kind of courage. 
Instead, I had the unbelievable gall to want 
my cake and eat it too. I told Curly one 
night that I wanted to marry Roger. 

If he had given one sign that he was 


hurt; if he had said one word in protest I 
would have forgotten it, But all he did was 
look at me searchingly and say: 

“Ts that what you want, baby?” 

I had answered yes. But I told him that 
I still wanted him; that marrying Roger 
didn’t have to mean any change in our love; 
that I loved him far more than anyone else 
and I wanted to be sure I could still have 
him. Maybe, some day, I pointed out, things 
would be so that I could leave Roger and 
be his completely. 

So I married Roger. It was a beautiful 
wedding. It was covered by the local news- 
papers, It was attended by the local “social- 
ites.” After the wedding, we had a great 
party at Small’s Paradise and Roger took 
me home to the beautiful apartment on 
Sugar Hill. And that night. my wedding 
night, I found a way to pick a quarrel with 
Roger. I found an excuse to pretend great 
anger and hurt and I walked out of the 
house—on my wedding night—and got a 
cab and went uptown to the Bronx to 
Curly’s house and I spent my wedding night 
in his arms. 

Roger didn’t know where I’d been. I went 
home the next day and we patched up our 
quarrel. I lived with Roger and went 
through the motions of being his wife. But 
every time he went out of the door to go to 
work—a_ few later—Curly was 
there because I had called him, because he 
knew I wanted him, needed him. 

I was even too blind to understand why 
Curly had started drinking so much. I put 
it down to the fact that he belonged to a 
certain background. His mother drank a 
great deal. So Curly drank a great deal. I 
accepted this as another proof of my wis- 
dom in not marrying him. 

Roger wasn’t a fool. Roger tried hard to 
win my love. He tried for two years, Roger 
didn’t know I was carrying on an affair with 
Curly. But he did know that my love for 
him was synthetic, artificial. Roger loved 
me, you see. And when you give love, you 
know what you are getting back. 

You know whether it’s counterfeit or 
real. One day Roger decided to give up. He 
decided to leave me. He sat down and told 
me why. He told me he would make ar- 
rangements so that I wouldn’t have to worry 
about money, I pleaded with him not to 
leave me. But his mind was made up. He 
left. 

Now I had my second chance to claim my 
true love. I should have turned to Curly, 
you think. I didn’t. Ask why. I can’t ex- 
plain. All I know is that I heard a broad- 
cast, read a headline about Pearl Harbor. 
All I know is that I volunteered to join the 


minutes 


Women’s Auxiliary Army Corps, to go 
away. Maybe I was running because I had 
lost Roger and his prestige, his shield 
against opinion of the social world I loved 
so well, 

I told Curly I was going into the service. 
I didn’t explain and he didn’t ask me to 
explain. These days, when I think about his 
silences at the important times, I realize 
what a great, truly great person he was; 
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how real, how stolid, how genuine. I re- 
member what he told me. 

“T wish I could do the same thing, Ann,” 
he said. “But the Army wouldn’t take me 
with this lung.” 

I remember the unconscious cruelty of 
my answer. 

“Maybe if you’d stop drinking so much, 
your condition wouldn’t be so bad,” I said. 

How was I to know at that moment that 
it was because of me that Curly was drink- 

ing so? 

So I went into the service. I got a com- 
mission, I made the newspapers. This made 
me feel wonderful. No one would remember 
now that I was a deserted wife. All they 
would think of was that I was a heroic 
woman going forth to do her part for her 
country. 

Isn’t it amazing what human beings will 
do to get the spotlight; how they will hurt 
others and themselves in order to gain arti- 
ficial glory? 

I trained in a camp in the East and I 
was shipped to England. All the while, I 
wrote to Curly, received letters from him 
and deluded myself with the dream that 
somehow, when the war was over, circum- 
stances would change, or I would change; 
that I would go back to him and that we 
would be as one in the eyes of the world. I 
was confident, happy in the knowledge that 
he was Curly and that he belonged to me 
and always would. 

God, you did punish me. You did find a 
way to make me realize how rotten I had 
been; how unthinking and cruel and sel- 
fish. I suppose that the way You did it was 
the only way. The way you did it was to 
take Curly from me, It was in England that 
I found out You had taken him. I hadn’t 
had a letter from him in months. I was al- 
most frantic about that. 

Then the letter came from Lou, my sister. 
Lou had known all along, known silently, 
what the score was between me and Curly. 
Lou wrote and said that Curly was dead. 
She said that they’d found him sprawled 
on the sidewalk, a dark, lonely sidewalk. 
Lou said he’d been drinking fantastically 
since I’d gone away. She said the blood was 
running out of his mouth when they found 
him. 

lhey’d taken him to a hospital and they’d 
tried to contact his mother, but the only 
address they found on him was my address 
—written on a little slip of paper. They’d 
called my home to try to get his address. 
His mother had gotten the message too late. 
Curly had died alone. He had died and his 
predictions had come true—both of them; 
that I who always wanted to keep him 
mine, would leave him and that he would 
go to Heaven before he had really begun to 
live. 

I should have cried, God, when I read 
that letter. I should have cried because 
the most wonderful thing in my rotten life 
had blinked out like the last light on a 
murky waterfront, I should have cried be- 

cause, in spite of it all—all my horrible 
selfishness—Curly was the most important 
6U 





thing in my life. But I couldn’t cry. I don’t 
know why. I read Lou’s letter. I knew Curly 
was dead and yet I didn’t believe it. I 
didn’t dare to believe it. 

That’s why things have been as they are. 

That’s why I came back home when the 
war was over, expecting to find Curly here, 
yet knowing he wouldn’t be. 

That’s why I’ve gone through life trying 
to find someone who would be Curly. 

I’ve found men who attract me, who seem 
sincere and [| try to judge them by my 
standard of Curly. They all fall short of 
course. Because Curly is dead. There isn’t 
another Curly. Only, I can’t understand 
that. 

And what else has happened to me? I 
learned, with a terrible shock, that the only, 
really true love I’d ever known was Curly’s 
love—patient, understanding, martyred. A 
love willing to be trampled, willing to be 
betrayed, willing to be camouflaged with 
smiling lips. 

Knowing that I stand guilty of betraying 
such a love, I’ve been paying a tremendous 
penalty ever since. Trying to repent, trying 
to make certain that I never again hurt a 
heart which is true, I have unconsciously 
imitated Curly and the kind of sacrifice he 
made for me. 

That’s why, tonight, I sit here, writing a 
story which must begin and end with Claude 
—and the fact that Claude is leaving me. 

I met Claude in Los Angeles, I have 
roamed the country over, trying to find 
some person or some place where I can 
have peace. They say that hell comes after 
you die. It’s hard for me to believe that. I 
think that perhaps hell is the roaming—the 
uncompensated roaming of a restless soul 
which is trying to repent. I think I am liv- 
ing in my hell and that Claude is part of it. 
Like I said, I met him in Los Angeles. I 
didn’t meet him decently. I wasn’t intro- 
duced to him properly. 

I met him in a bar—one of those smoky, 
loud little bars where the music rushes out 
at you like a heat wave, where there are too 
many people, where you can be in a crowd 
and be lonely. 

He had pretty eyes. He was alone. I was 
alone. I spoke to him and we carried on a 
long conversation. We ended up at my hotel 





with more drinks. We ended up, really, cur. 
ing each other’s loneliness with pretty 
words and desperately wonderful lovemak. 
ing. 

I thought I wanted him because he 
soothed the restlessness in me. He thought 
he wanted me—why, I don’t know. 

He had a sadness in his heart—abhout a 
girl he loved and married—a girl who died 
when the bloom was still on his marriage, 

I had my sadness—about Curly. 

We decided that we could cure each 
other’s sadness, 

I had my divorce from Roger. 

Claude and I married. 

We lived together in happiness for a 
while—a short, sweet while. 

Then, only the other day, Claude came to 
me and told me it had all been a mistake; 
that there was someone he loved better 
than me; that he must go to this someone, 
but that we could still be lovers. 

I told him I would let him go—just like 
Curly told me he would let me go. 

I told him I would still be around when 
he needed me. 

I smiled when I said it—just as Curly 
smiled when I told him I wanted to marry 
Roger; just as Curly smiled when I told 
him that I was going into the service. 

And tomorrow he will go. Claude will go 
and leave me with my already broken heart 
a little more bruised, a little more hurt. 

And I will go on seeking, trying to find 
someone who doesn’t exist. 

I will go on loving too much, loving too 
well, trying to make up for the time I didn’t 
love well enough. 

Sometimes I wonder how much a sin 
costs; how much you have to pay for a sin. 

Sometimes I think the price is unfair. 

But this I know—that when you find love, 
you're a fool, an absolute fool not to claim 
it, to fight to keep it yours, to proclaim 
before the whole world—no matter how 
much the world condemns or criticises. For 
there is nothing greater than true love and 
there is nothing more tragic than living a 
life of unhappiness because you're paying 
up a debt—a debt of loving too much be- 
cause at some time in your life you didn’t 
love well enough. 


THE END 
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CAN SHOWGIRLS 
SETTLE DOWN? 
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Devil In 
My Heart 


(Continued from Page 18) 





But—it did happen. After two or three 
minutes. which to me seemed an eternity, 
Letty Byrnes returned, bringing a short, 
heavy-set girl, cheaply dressed, her wiry 


hair unkempt, her feet in runover shoes. Her 


dark face grew frightened as she saw all 
the women gathered in the room and 
she stood awkwardly by the door, twisting 
a battered red handbag in her hands, her 
eyes big. 

“You are acquainted with that—that fe- 
male field hand?” Mrs. Morrow asked with 
poisonous politeness. 

There was no use pretending now. I 
glared at Mrs. Morrow and shouted hys- 
terically, “Yes, I’m acquainted with her. 
She’s my sister. And I’ve a brother just 
like her—and also a father of her color and 
looks. But I know that in your eyes that 
makes me worse than a criminal, doesn’t 
it? You and your precious white ances- 
tors! I'll bet they wouldn’t spit on you! 
And you can all go straight to hell!” 

On the heels of my outburst I fled sob- 
bing from the room, raced out of the house 
and down the driveway. I was going so 
fast, and was so blinded by my tears, I ran 
into my sister so hard we both went down. 
When I shoved up to my knees, she had 
also, and we faced each other like that, our 
faces not a foot apart. 

“Well,” I burst out, tears still flooding 
down my face, “you sure fixed things up 
swell! Why did you do it, Chris? Because 
you hate me? I never did anything to you 
did 1?” 

“Jess, what in th’ world are you talkin’ 
about?” my sister asked, starting to cry. 
“I don’t hate you. I—” Her words clipped 
off abruptly and she gazed at me in dis- 
may. “Jess—you was passin’! An’ / spoilt 
it! An’ you think I done it on purpose! 

“Oh, Jess—honest, when I was brought 
to that house back there I didn’t know you 
were there. But when they brought me in 
there among all those mean lookin’ ofay 
women, I got scared and when all of a 
sudden I saw you, my big mouth flapped 
open before I could stop it.” She arose and 
stretched her hand to me, “Lemme help 
you up, Sis.” 

I ignored her hand and jumped up un- 
aided. I glanced back quickly at the Mor- 
tow house, but saw no one. “For heavens 
sakes,” I snapped, “come on, let’s get away 
from this place!” I started walking toward 
the street as fast as I could. Chris ran 
after me and caught me, saying tearfully, 
“Honest, Sis, I sure enough didn’t know 
you were there. Why I didn’t even know 
if you were still in Carlston. We haven't 
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heard from you in almost five years, you 
know.” 

“How did you happen to be at Mrs. Mor- 
row’s, anyway?” I demanded. 

“You mean that big blue-eyed woman’s 
house where we just were?” Chris asked, 
and when I nodded impatiently, she said, 
“Why, there was a young white man in 
Pine Hill this mornin’ an’ when I passed 
him, in front of the post office, he stopped 
me and asked did I know a colored family 
here named Warrenton and I said yes sir, 
I do. /’m a Warrenton. 

“Then he asked some questions about my 
family, then said I must be the very one 
he came here to find. Said a friend of his 
from Pine Hill gave me a recommendation 
as a house maid and asked me whether I 
wanted to work for a rich woman in Carls- 
ton, at good wages. Well things aren’t so 
good around here right now and I told him 
that I surely would like to have that job 
and he said for me to hop right in the car 
and he’d take me to Carlston to see the 
lady right then. 

“T wanted to go home first and tell Mama 
and fix myself up, but he said if I wanted 
the job we’d have to leave right now so’s 
we'd get to Carlston in time for me to start 
right on the job. That’s why I was at that 
house. That’s where he took me.” 

“What did this man look like?” I asked 
rossly. 

“Oh, he was a kinda big, reddish young 
man,” Chris told me, “always laughin’ an’ 
makin’ crazy jokes.” 


I ER WORDS caused a familiar face to 

swim before me and I exclaimed, 
“That was Hal Byrnes! And may he burn 
in hell!” 

“You know him?” my sister asked. 

“T know him all right,” I replied angrily. 
“And for your information, Christine, he 
white nor were any of those 
women!” 

Chris looked at me unbelievingly, “Well 
they sure looked like it!” 

“So do I,” I reminded her. “But I’m not 
white and neither were they.” 

“Oh!” Chris said, relieved. “Then you 


” 


wasn’t 


weren't passing. 

“No, not like you mean,” I replied bit- 
terly. “I was passing for a lady, or rather, 
the Carlston version of a lady!” 

“Well if you weren’t passin’ for white,” 
Christine asked puzzledly, “how did my be- 
ing your sister mess you up?” 

“Because,” I told her sharply, “to rate 
socially in Carlston, especially if you are a 
woman, you've got to have a light skin and 
you've got to come from a family of known 
ancestry which has a blood link with some 
big ofay family.” 

“You mean, like Mama?” Chris asked 
slowly. “She came from a family like that, 
didn’t she?” 

“Yes, the Butler’s,” I replied shortly. 
“That’s what got me accepted here.” 

We walked along in silence for a few 
minutes, then Chris said quietly, “I reckon 
I understand now, Jess. Being light, with 
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those gray eyes and that black, straight 
hair, an’ being connected up with that 
Butler family, well, you were all right un- 
til they found out about Papa—and me. 
That how it was, Jess?” 

“Yes,” I said harshly, “that is exactly 
how it was.” 

“An’ now I reckon they don’t want any 
more to do with you?” she asked. 

“Correct.” I said curtly. 

We were nearing the corner of the street 
where I lived, but I had no intention of 
mentioning that, or of inviting her home 
with me. So when I reached the corner I 
stopped and opened my handbag and took 
out twenty dollars. 

“I’ve got to go somewhere,” I told her 
hastily, thrusting the money toward her. 
“This will pay your bus fare back to Pine 
Hill. And tell Mama and the rest hello 
for me?” 

“T’ll do that,” my sister promised. “An’ 
I’m not going to mention what happened 
here today, ‘cause Mama and Papa got 
enough to worry about now.” She looked 
me straight in the eye, adding, “An’ never 
mind givin’ me any money. I have enough 
te get home on. Goodbye, Jess.” 

Aunt Alicia met me at the door. “Why 
my dear!” she exclaimed as I entered. “Is 
the wedding rehearsal over so soon?” 

I tried to fight down the sobs that the 
sight of her had stirred. “Yes, the re- 
hearsal is over,” I told her. Then my voice 
broke and I cried, “And the wedding is off. 
Everything’s just ruined!” Unable to hold 
back the awful despair which welled up in 
me, I broke into a storm of weeping while 
my aunt fluttered around distractedly, wail- 
ing, “But why, Jessamin? Why?” 

I finally quieted enough to relate the 
whole humiliating story. My aunt was 
aghast. “But how could Belle Morrow be 
so brutal,” she wept. “And the others— 
women I thought were my friends! Oh, 
you poor baby! And just think—this had 
to happen two days before your wedding! 
Oh, Jessamin, what shall we do?” 

Her words brought back vivid remem- 
brance of my awful humiliation and like 
a delayed-action bomb, my emotions ex- 
ploded again in a storm of violent weeping. 
I fled to my room and flung myself across 
the bed and cried until there were no more 
tears. 

If only Mama hadn’t put those notions 
about Carlston society in my head in the 
first place! If she hadn’t encouraged me, 
perhaps not realizing it, to secretly believe 
myself better than the other kids, including 
my own brother and sister! Maybe if she 
hadn’t, I would have been satisfied to stay 
in Pine Hill and this awful thing would not 
have happened to me. 

When I was eight, Mama took me to 
visit her sister, Alicia, who had inherited 
the family home in Carlston. It did not 
seem strange to me that Christine and my 
brother, Buddy, did not accompany us. I 
took it for granted that being fair, like 
Mama and Aunt Alicia, it was I who 
should go. 








FTER MY brother was born, Mother 
gave up teaching, and being a skilled 
seamstress also, took in sewing at home to 
supplement Papa’s small wages. She did 
well, too, but just how well, Papa never 
knew, for after my birth, she started send. 
ing small sums of money to her sister every 
month, to be saved for me. Even when | 
was a baby, she was planning for me to 
“escape” Pine Hill and assume what she 
considered my rightful position in Carlstop, 
a scheme my aunt became enthusiastic 
about after she had seen me. 

I had liked Aunt Alicia from the first 
time we met, when I was eight. She was 
several years older than Mama, a rather 
washed-out looking little woman, with pale 
gray eyes and mousy brown hair, threaded 
with silver. She had never married, and 
until I came, she had lived alone in her 
old Georgian brick house since the death 
of her parents. 

By the time I was sixteen, while I wasn’t 
the most popular girl in our set, I was cer. 
tainly the most sought-after and_ never 
lacked a choice of several escorts in the 
never-ending round of gay parties, dinners, 
dances, boating excursions, riding and such 
things. My most frequent escort, when he 
was on vacation from the famed northern 
university he attended, was Quentin Mor. 
row, 3rd, tall dapper son of the president 
of one of the oldest and largest of our in 
surance companies. 

Mr. Morrow was a short, brisk, coppery 
man and his wife, a blue-eyed blonde, a bit 
on the faded side, but quite impressive 
when bedecked in her expensive finery and 
jewels. It was from her that Quent took 
his sandy hair and pale color. 

Quent was graduated with a degree in 
law when I was just past eighteen; and 
that summer we reached the stage where 
we dated each other exclusively. I didn’t 
exactly relish that arrangement, but he 
never knew it. The truth is, he wasn’t by 
far the most interesting of my suitors. But 
he was the richest. 

One of my most ardent swains—and I 
do mean ardent—had been Hal Byrnes, a 
rather dashing character with reddish hair 
and complexion, beneath whose zany ex 
terior blazed most exciting possibilities. 
He had proposed to me regularly since | 
was sixteen and he wasn’t just kidding, 
either. More than any other, he had stirred 
fires in me I hadn’t dreamed existed. But, 
while I played around with him a lot and 
was strongly attracted by his virile charm, 
I never had the least intention of dumping 
Quentin. If I failed to win Quentin, then 
I could always fall back on Hal. But I 
didn’t mean to fail. 

However, nothing of that kind was on 
my mind as I sat in the fragrant darkness 
of our walled garden one warm July night. 
Aunt Alicia had retired early with a head 
ache, but I had sought relief from the heat 
and, clad only in a thin dressing gown, I 
lay upon a deeply cushioned chaise longue, 
drowsily wishing for a cooling breeze. 
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Then the dream began, as I slipped into 
a light sleep. It was night and I was wait- 
ing in the nuptial bed for my new husband, 
Quentin, to come to me. But I was neither 
afraid nor eager, and certainly I expected 
no pleasure from him. Yet when he did 
come and pressed his lips on mine, it was 
not the damp, insipid kiss I had learned 
to expect from him, but one like sweet fire 
which burned into me with a mounting in- 
tensity that sent delicious, devastating flame 
all through me and I flung my arms around 
his neck and pulled him down to me... . 

Then suddenly the room vanished and I 
could see stars whitely glimmering in the 
black night sky ...and that was no 
dream, nor was the man who gripped me, 
his mouth crushed against mine! Wildly 
[ began to struggle, and not a single instant 
too soon! I tried to scream but could not 
get breath enough in the mad tussle during 
which we tumbled off the chaise longue 
onto the cold, dew-wet grass. Then I heard 
Hal Byrnes’ voice, hoarse, furious, demand- 
ing, “What’s the matter with you, Jessa- 
min? You crazy?” 

“Hal!” I panted, desperately trying to 
twist free. “you let me go! Hal! Stop it!” 
But my frenzied protests were silenced by 
Hal’s mouth which sought and covered 
mine with brutal force. For an instant I 
went limp with a terrible urge to yield, but 
I knew I must not, no matter how fiercely 
I wanted to. 

When I suddenly ceased struggling, Hal 
relaxed his python-like grip, and when I 
realized why, I came to life again, kicking, 
biting, scratching and struggling so madly 
I broke free, writhed away from his clutch- 
ing hands and sprang up, poised to dash 
to the house. 

Hal slowly up, 
“What’s the idea?” he growled. 

“That’s what ] want to know!” I dared. 
“Attacking me like a wild beast while I 
was asleep!” 

“What do you mean—asleep?” he de- 
manded angrily. “You didn’t act like any 
sleeping heauty when I kissed you!” 

“Well. I was asleep,” I insisted hotly. 


got breathing hard. 


“I was dreaming—” 

“Some dream,” Hal jeered. “The way 
you grabbed me around the neck and—” 

“I don’t care whether you believe me or 
not,” I told him furiously, “I was asleep, 
and besides, what business did you have 
sneaking in here? I didn’t invite you here, 
did I? You’ve certainly got a nerve! No 
gentleman would act as you have!” 

In the next few minutes, Hal and I 
quarreled even more violently, and finally 
he stomped off, still apparently convinced 
that ! had done him a great wrong. And 
I went to bed, but could not sleep. 

When I thought how very close I had 
come to it, I shuddered, and fear stirred 
coldly deep inside me. Not fear of Hal in 
Particular, but of myself! And I knew I 
must quickly put myself beyond the dan- 
ger of allowing my hungry body to betray 
me. 


t HAT NIGHT I used my every wile to 

- dazzle Quentin, used every trick I knew 
to make him desire me more than anything 
in the world, and—I did. When he left me, 
we were engaged! I had won the game I’d 
played since I first came to Carlston as a 
child. As I had feared, Quent’s mother 
took over right from the minute he told her 
I had accepted him. She made the an- 
nouncement of our betrothal at an elaborate 
dinner party attended by the créme de la 
creme of Carlston society. She set the date 
for the wedding—October 15th. She ar- 
ranged the details of the ceremony with the 
rector of our church. She managed every- 
thing. 

That left my poor aunt dangling, deprived 
of even the smallest part in the planning. 
However she was too anxious for all to go 
well to voice even the smallest protest. 

Mrs. Morrow took me over, also, and 
whirled me off to New York to shop for 
my trousseau. From the minute we left 
Carlston, we “passed” and in New York 
made a fabulously expensive suite in one of 
the swankiest hotels our headquarters, with 
Mrs. Morrow playing the Southern grande 
dame to the hilt! We stayed two 
weeks and when we headed for home, I 
really had enough clothes, nylons and gor- 
geous underthings to start a small shop. As 
we settled down in our train compartment, 
Mrs. Morrow put her arms around me and 
kissed my cheek. 

“I’m pleased with you, Jessamin,” she 
told me, beaming. “You are a lady!” 

“Well—thank you,” I replied demurely. 
“Coming from you that really is a compli- 
ment.” 

Following the announcement of my en- 
gagement, several young men made it 
known that their hearts were broken and 
called themselves proving it by staging a 
terrific binge. Another ex-swain got ex- 
ceedingly tight at a very starchy dinner- 
dance and dramatically declaring that he 
was going to kill himself, staggered out to 
the verandah and dived over the railing, 
evidently mistaking the moonlit grass for 
the moonlit waters of the nearby bay! 

Hal Byrnes was not among the heart- 
He attended some of 


very 


broken contingent. 
the affairs at which I was the honoree, but 
never spoke to me or looked at me when 
he thought I might notice. And then, some- 
how Hal had discovered about Pine Hill— 
and with it as a weapon, had caused my 
world to crash down upon me. 

I lay on my bed in my aunt’s home while 
all those events moved across my memory. 
It was hard, terribly hard to realize it was 
all over—that I had fallen right out of 
heaven into hell. Tears again stole down 
my cheeks and I thought what a luscious 
feast the gossips and my ex-friends were 
having at this very moment! And I resolved 
I was going to pay back all the hurt I had 
received, and with interest. 

Aunt Alicia took it even harder than I. 
But she also snapped out of it quicker. She 
got up one morning, dressed carefully and 
sailed out of the house. 
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She returned a couple of hours later, her 
eyes gleaming. She’d been to see her law- 
yer, she told me, and with my consent he 
would file suit immediately on my behalf 
against young Morrow for breach of prom- 
ise, and against his mother for her part in 
it. I gave my consent, but at that moment 
[ didn’t care one way or the other. 

Neither case even got to court. Quentin’s 
father, through his lawyer, agreed to a most 
substantial settlement, which was paid at 
once. Meanwhile I had been ceaselessly 
trying to figure out how to get even not 
only with Mrs. Morrow, but the other dozen 
women who had witnessed my humiliation 
at her hands; and finally one of the gifts 
I had received, a tape recorder, gave me 
the idea I had been seeking, but I did not 
mention it to my aunt. She decided to 
leave Carlston for good. California, she 
thought, would be the very place. She as- 
sumed, of course, that I would go with her, 
until I informed her otherwise. 

“But dear,” my aunt protested, “I’m go- 
ing to sell this house. Where will you live?” 

“Right here,” I told her. “Don’t forget, 
I’m a lady of means now, courtesy of the 
Morrows. I’ll buy your house.” 

After her departure I hired as house- 
keeper a girl who had been a maid at the 
finishing school I attended. Her name was 
Theresa and she not only knew about what 
had happened to me, but very obviously 
had resented it. And when I felt sure 
enough of her, I let her in on my plan for 
revenge. She was all for it, and even made 
some valuable suggestions to aid me. 

I'd written thirteen names in a little 
book with gold covers—the women who 
had been present at “Morrow Castle” that 
awful day. Theresa had heard that Quen- 
tin was quite broken up about the wreck 
of our marriage plans and still hadn’t got- 
ten over it. Since I planned to strike at 
Mrs. Morrow through him, I had Theresa 
telephone him and ask him to meet her 
hat evening if he wished some important 
information “about a certain person you 
know very well.” It worked. 

Quent showed up the next evening. 
Theresa ushered him into the living room 
and took his wraps. I let him wait a few 
minutes then, with a half-sobbed, “Dar- 

ng!” I rushed to him, flung my arms 
around him and began weeping. 

It was almost too easy. He visited me 
nightly thereafter for a week and by then 
he was drooling. The payoff came on a 
Sunday night. Theresa made his cock- 
tails gradually stronger, and served more 
of them than usual, but Quent didn’t no- 
tice, and long before we expected it, he 
went to stand up—and passed out cold. He 
iwakened in my bed the next morning, 
and when he sat up, groaning and held his 
aching head, I, in sheer black chiffon 
negligee began quietly sobbing in the 
chair nearby where I slumped, a perfect 
picture of a wronged maiden. 

Theresa and I had partially disrobed 
Quentin and rolled him into my bed and 
all he had done was get-a good night’s 
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sleep while I did likewise—in another 
room. But Quent didn’t know that. 

After that, it was easy to angle him 
into doing the “honorable” thing, perfect 
gentleman that he was. Especially after I 
suggested that we keep it a secret—in- 
definitely. So the next afternoon we drove 
to a city in an adjoining state and were 
quickly married in a civil ceremony. He 
was so afraid his mother would find out 
about it that we agreed not to see each 
other again for a while. 

The next name was Laura Cunningham. 
I’d been a bridesmaid at her wedding a 
year previously when she married the 
handsome young dentist, Kenton Cun- 
ningham. I had believed Laura was my 
true friend until that fateful morning at 
Mrs. Morrow’s. I figured Kenton would 
be even easier than Quentin, for he had 
made a lot of passes at me, both before and 
after his marriage. 

Theresa was again my decoy. She went 
to his office for treatment of a tooth that 
really needed attention and casually men- 
tioned that her employer, Miss Jessamin 
Warrenton, had recommended him. That 
did it. Dr. Cunningham wanted to know 
all about Miss Warrenton, what she was 
doing, and, incidentally, had she ever men- 
tioned him? Well, come to think of it, 
Theresa admitted, Miss Warrenton had 
frequently spoken of him as a very hand- 
some man, of much charm. 

So, the next night, here came Kenton, 
all togged out, and ready for romance— 
which he promptly got. I used the re- 
cording machine this time, after having 
no trouble at all in getting Kenton to 
come upstairs to my boudoir. He thought 
it was the signal for love, but I made him 
plead—and how that man could plead! 

He wouldn’t have been so eloquent had 
he known his every word was being re- 
corded by my hidden little machine and 
certainly he would not have said he didn’t 
really love his wife and never had! But 
finally, I relented and allowed him the 
reward of a few kisses. But that was only 
my idea. His were more extensive, and 
finally ... he had his way... . 

With the coming of spring only one 
more name remained unmarked in my 
little book: Mrs. Letty Byrnes. I had put 
it at the end of my list deliberately, to 
give me time to figure a way to repay 
both mother and son. 

Hal came as soon as the warm spring 
dusk had shadowed the living room where 
I awaited him. When Theresa brought 
him in to me, I was sitting by a little 
wrought iron table near the window and 
I arose and shyly extended my hand. 

“Well!” he exclaimed as he squeezed 
my hand warmly, “this is about the nicest 
thing that ever happened to me, Jessa- 
min! I thought you not only hated me, 
but had forgotten me.” 

“How could I ever forget you, Hal,” I 
asked meaningly, returning the pressure 
of his clasp. “You’d really be surprised 
to know how often you've been in my 


thoughts. Sit down and tell me all about 
yourself,” I invited. “Theresa will bring 
us drinks in a moment.” 

I knew Hal liked to drink, and as we 
talked, Theresa kept refilling his glass as 
fast as he emptied it. She was serving 
bourbon highballs, which Hal fairly lapped 
up, and when I judged he was sufficiently 
high, I signalled Theresa and on the ex. 
cuse that she was going for more supplies, 
she removed all the glasses, all signs that 
drinks had been served, then went as 
quickly as she could to the telephone, to 
make a certain call. 

As soon as Theresa was out of earshot, 
Hal said thickly, “Come on Jessamin, give 
a guy a lil kiss, huh, Jessamin?” 

I stepped close to him and kissed him 
quickly, then as I tried to step back, he 
seized me and crushed me to him and | 
relaxed against him, letting our lips meet 
in a kiss I meant him to remember a long, 
long time. I was just getting a little 
panicky when I heard the distant wail’ of 
a siren and second by second it grew 
louder, but Hal didn’t seem to hear. 

When I heard the pounding of heavy 
feet racing through the house, I screamed 
piercingly, raked my nails down Hal's 
face, and as he reeled back, I ripped my 
dress down the front and jerked out the 
two bobby pins which held up my hair, 
allowing it to tumble down in wild dis- 
order. 

And when the police came crashing into 
the room, I was crumpled on the floor, 
while he unwittingly playing into my 
hands, stood over me cursing and wiping 
the blood from his ripped face. Then 
the police grabbed him. 

Hal was arrested on charges of assault, 
attempted rape, drunkenness, and resisting 
police officers. It created a terrific sensa- 
tion! And also, in high social circles, it 
caused much indignation—at me! Getting 
that poor Byrnes boy in serious trouble 
when everyone was certain he was prob- 
ably not to blame! 

I began the next part of my plan the 
week following. Each day I’d dial the 
number of my thirteen “victims” and when 
she answered, I’d play a recording into the 
phone of how her husband sounded when 
his love came down on him—in another 
woman’s bedroom! 

Talk about turning the town upside 
down! It was fabulous! The news of what 
was happening began to leak out after 
three of the women filed divorce suits. And 
every day brought a new sensation as the 
latest listener to my recordings blew her 
top. Laura Cunningham even took a cou- 
ple of shots at Kenton, but didn’t hit him. 

Another week went by. More divorce 
suits. More family fights, during one of 
which a furious wife chased her husband 
out of their house—through an unopened 
window! Then the local weekly news 
paper got hold of the story and while it 
did not use my name, one was pinned on 
me when one of my “victims” referred to 
me as “Satan’s Daughter.” 
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All that remained was for me to use my 
secret marriage to Quentin as a club to 
hammer Mrs. Morrow one final blow. But 
| felt sorry for Quent, because no matter 
how badly I hurt his mother, she would 
take it out on him, and that he really 
didn’t deserve. 

The next morning Theresa came pant- 
ing back from her marketing, a copy of 
our local paper clutched in her hand which 
she thrust at me. I opened the paper and 
my heart almost stopped, for across the 
top a blood-red headline screamed: QUEN- 
TIN MORROW KILLS SELF. 


Well, I had gotten my revenge all right, 


and in much fuller measure than I'd 
planned—or wanted. Id _ ruthlessly 
broken up a number of homes and now 


I'd climaxed my evil deeds with—murder! 
For just as surely as if I'd held a gun to 
poor Quentin’s head and pulled the trig- 
ger, | was responsible for his death! 

The suicide of such a prominent young 
man brought the whole story out into the 
open, including my name and pictures of 
me taken, as one national newspaper 
phrased it in a feature story, when I was 
the “Cindereila Girl.” Some of the news- 
papers in other parts of the country even 
sent reporters and photographers to Carl- 
ston to dig up more “local color,” but 
none saw me, for I’d quietly sold my house 
at a sacrifice price and sneaked out of 
town. 

I didn’t join my aunt in California, 
though, but went to a big city, where I 
hope I will not be recognized. I live the 
life of a recluse, never leaving my apart- 
ment except at night for short walks. 

Worst of all, my heart aches all the time 
because I know now that while those bet- 
ter-than-thou snobs in Carlston did inflict 
the undeserved hurt which drove me to 
strike back with woman’s most potent 
weapon, sex, I did it out of my own free 
will, placing my desire for revenge above 
all else. 

Since I left Carlston, not daring to 
make friends, I’ve had to keep all this 
bottled up so tightly within me that of 
late I've got the horrible feeling that I’m 
either going to explode or—go crazy! And 
since there is no person to whom I can 
confide my troubles, I thought maybe that 
if I told my story this way, it might relieve 
this terrible inner pressure which tortures 
me night and day. 

Possibly my story may even help others 
like me to avoid the pitfalls into which 


I! tumbled. Such is my hope. END 
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ment,” especially in reference to per- 
sons who regularly appear in public be- 
fore one kind of audience or another, and 
admittedly, a lot of it is baloney. Too 
often, “temperament” is merely an excuse 
for boorishness and bad manners. But 
there is no question that there is a spark 
—call it temperament, genius, or what you 
will—that is generated when an orator 
makes a speech or an artist performs a 
concert. That God-given spark is vital. 

You can’t start a car without a battery 
—unless you push it, and who’s going to 
push you on the stage or up to the speak- 
er’s rostrum? When you have two persons 
with this spark of temperament living in 
the same house, pretty 
rough unless there is understanding, pa- 
tience and love. 

If the couple happens to be in the same 
profession the results can be unhappy. 
That is one reason why I feel that much 
of the criticism of Hollywood marriages is 
unjustified. With the husband and wife 
in the same trade, it is almost inevitable 
that their temperaments clash at one time 
or another. 

For my part, I would never have married 
a musician. We would be entirely too 
much alike. 

“But how did you happen to pick a 
preacher?” people sometimes ask. The fact 
is I didn’t pick a preacher—he picked me. 
Frankly, there were times when I was not 
sure if I’d ever get married. I had worked 
hard since childhood and by the time I 
was 14 years old I was earning my own 
way. 

When I did turn my thoughts to mar- 
riage I realized that I had no definite idea 
of what type of man I wanted. I did know 
that he would be the type who would not 
insist on making me a hausfrau, but at the 
same time would be positive enough to be 
the man of the family. 

I had my share of beaus, but my dates 
with them were strictly conditional; I 
would stand for no nonsense. I’m afraid 
I over-awed them or dominated them 
shamelessly. No one was as important to 
me as my work. I was too independent, 
and that can be a drawback for a woman. 
And I had one phobia—I would never let 
a man buy me anything. 

I remember once during an interview for 
an article to be run in a metropolitan New 
York Sunday supplement, the feature 
writer commented on the diamond and 
ruby earrings I happened to be wearing. 
“Who gave them to you?” she asked. 

“T bought them myself—by my own 
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blood, sweat and tears!” I replied, para- 
phrasing Winston Churchill. 

It may be that this over-independence of 
mine was partially due to an incident that 
occurred when I was 18. I had been going 
out with a wealthy young man, who one 
day asked if he could buy me a fur coat 
as a gift. 

“What kind?” I asked. 

“Well, you’re too young for mink,” he 
told me. “Beaver is about your speed.” 

I told him not to bother and went home 
in tears. I never saw him again. “I’m going 
to get myself a beaver coat,” I declared to 
my mother, “I’m going to get it even if I 
have to pay for it by the week!” 

And that’s exactly what I did. 

Then I fell in love with Adam. It must 
have been love because just before we 
got married he gave me a fur coat. What 
kind? The Russian broadtail that I 
wanted! My acceptance of that gift 
marked something in my life—the end of 
my bachelor girl independence and the 
beginning of a change in my outlook. My 
life no longer pivoted around my career. 

Some people expressed concern because 
I chose to get married just at the time 
when my career was gaining momentum; 
| had made several motion pictures, my 
phonograph records were selling well, and 
I was booked solidly for personal appear- 
ances. I fully realized that such a busy 
schedule would be out of the question after 
marriage. But I have not once regretted 
my decision that I would never permit my 
career to overshadow my marriage. 

Yet, I have never considered this a “sac- 
rifice” in any sense of the word. I feel 
as secure today in my career as I have 
ever felt. I have no worry as far as pres- 
tige and money it brings, even though 
my work in the popular field is somewhat 
haphazard compared with that in the con- 
cert field. I happen to be the only Negro 
instrumentalist who is booked by one of 
the two major concert bureaus in this 
country. 

I go out for six weeks on concert tour 
every year, usually in the spring, and I’ve 
made it for that season. The family spends 
vacations together and this past summer we 
went to Europe for the third time. Skipper 
and I went on ahead and Adam joined us 
in Paris. 

Then Adam went on to the Alps, while 
I went to Germany to entertain the troops. 
It was the first time we were separated 
on our anniversary. He sent me flowers, 
but not yellow roses, which are my fa- 
vorite. It is the Spanish custom for a man 
to send a woman yellow roses when he is 
through with her, so Adam never gives me 
a bouquet of them. 

However, when I was leaving Weisbaden 
on August 1 to appear in Berlin, the two 
young airmen who furnished the rhythm 
accompaniment for my playing, presented 
me with eight yellow roses—one for each 
year—in honor of the occasion. 

I rejoined Adam in Munich and we flew 
in General Arnold’s plane to Linz, Salz- 


66 ° 








starved for entertainment; I was the first 
star to perform for them. The difficulties 
growing out of the complicated zone sys- 
tem in the Austrian capital has kept other 
stars away. 

In Linz, I played in a huge airplane 
hangar that was jammed to the girders. 
I got a big thrill at the sight of the tall 
MP’s, Negro and white, standing guard 
together. They were beautiful! 

Adam would have been content to sit 
down quietly on the Riviera after his busi- 
ness trip to Scandinavia, but he makes ad- 
justments too. So le joined me for most 
of my tour of military installations. In 
Frankfort, I played three concerts in one 
night; the response was terrific. The Amer- 
ican GI’s certainly spoil you for civilian 
audiences! 

There was a brief period recently when 
I was smitten with TV and had my own 
show over the Dumont network. In addi- 
tion, I was doing guest appearances on 
other programs. I became so attached to 
this exciting medium that I would fly from 
as far away as Montana to do a show. then 
fly back. I almost suffered a nervous break- 
down from the frantic pace I set for myself. 
So just as suddenly as I began, I stopped 
and now I am most relaxed. 

Adam is intensely interested in my musi- 
cal growth and development, and of course 
I am most interested in his work. We ad- 
vise each other on our careers. It helps 
greatly when you can talk over a problem 
with someone who can be objective, but 
at the same time interested in what you 
are attempting to do. 

Frankly, I am more impressed by his 
ministry than his accomplishments in the 
political arena. That is because in addition 
to being my husband he is my spiritual 
advisor. I have the deepest respect for him 
as a religious leader. otherwise I would not 
have joined Abyssinian Baptist Church. 
A minister’s wife who does not have full 
respect for and confidence in her hus- 
band’s spiritual guidance is doing a grave 
injustice to herself and to him. 

My husband has an extremely heavy 
schedule for 12 months out of the year, and 
the fact that we both want to be together 
as much as possible makes demands on 
both of us. He’s a nice guy; I like him. 
That’s important for any marriage. On 
the domestic side, he is very handy around 
the house. 

I’m completely helpless when it comes 
to fixing things that go wrong and I call 
on him to do them, partly because of the 
way he beams with pride when he has 
completed the job. He carves like a dream, 
and that’s not surprising because he told 
me his father, the late Rev. Adam Powell, 
Sr., once served 14 people from a single 
duck. 

Adam is lots of fun and has a zany, 
weird sense of humor like mine. We can 
sit up and laugh at the strangest things, 
private little jokes that you could never 
tell to a third person because they just 
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wouldn’t make sense. Although | may 
wear a pair of worn scuffs and a comfort. 
able old robe while working around the 
house during the day, I’m constantly think. 
ing up attractive outfits to wear and by 
the time he comes home I am dressed up. 
He doesn’t care for me to wear much make. 
up around the house, but when we go out 
he likes plenty of glamour. 

We spend a lot of time in our home, 
although there was a time when we went 
out quite a bit. Since our return from Ev. 
rope, we’ve been out only two or three 
times. It takes a first night at the theater, 
the opening of someone like Lena Horne 
or Nat Cole at a club, or an important 
civic event to stir us these days. 


F ORTUNATELY, Adam is 12 years older 

than I, and I don’t care what Kinsey 
says, I feel very comfortable with that age 
difference. At least in later years I won't 
be trying to squeeze myself into girdles 
five sizes too tight and be stumbling around 
in heels that are too high in a desperate 
effort to keep up with a man younger than 
£. 

Adam and Skipper are the typical father- 
son combination, and when they tear into 
a cake I’ve baked for them, they’re just 
a couple of little boys. Skipper is now 
beginning to study music at school, but 
neither his father nor I have any specific 
ideas about what he should eventually be- 
come. 

He does possess a talent for music 
though. When he was barely five years 
old, he knew his notes and used to write 
down little compositions. One day he 
brought these original pieces to me and 
asked me to play them. I made several 
attempts, but didn’t do so well. The music 
was the weirdest! 

“Skip, honey, I can’t play this,” I apolo- 
gized. 

He shot me a cool glance and said, “I 
thought you could play the piano!” 

Never has any professional critic dis 
missed my talent with such utter finality. 

It is only after a child is born that par- 
ents can fully appreciate the selfish lives 
they’ve been leading until the new addi- 
tion to the family. 

It is also selfish to deprive the child of 
the companionship of brothers or sisters, 
who can help give him a fuller, richer 
life. We had always planned to have more 
than one child, but when Skipper came 
I had an exceedingly difficult time and a 
Caesarian birth was necessary. 

The doctor advised waiting for at least 
two years before having another child. (I 
have a tendency toward anemia, although 
I look disgustingly healthy). The remain- 
ing five years just seemed to slip away as 
we kept putting off definite plans, for one 
reason or another. 

We finally sat down and last summer, 
discussed it thoroughly, and decided that 
we would wait no longer. So now Skipper 
is anxiously awaiting the future. He has 
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another little bird for the nest. He has a 
minor problem, however—he can’t quite 
make up his mind whether he would pre- 
fer a little brother who can join in his 
rough, boy’s play, or a sister he can take 
care of and protect. 

You know, a lot of women get married 
for the glamour of marriage or because 
the smell of orange blossoms does things 
tothem. Others use marriage as an escape, 
either from a one-room flat or from the 
discipline of Mama and Papa. 

I recommend very strongly that 
woman who plans to marry a prominent 
foure should make up her mind in advance 
whether she is interested in the man or 
the name and glamour. She should get 
off in a corner, evaluate her motives, then 
decide once and for all. 

If she is merely carried awvy by the 
clamour, there’ll come a cold day when 
“# may not be as famous as he once was 
and the wife will find herself in the posi- 


any 


tion of being a complete stinker. Why? 
Because when his glamour goes out, so 


will her love for him, and unfortunately, 
this is when he’ll need her most. 
Whether famous or not, a man 
to be able to relax in front of the woman 
he married. A lot of women make a big 
fuss-about shaving, for instance. Person- 
ally, I like for my husband’s 
scratch against my cheek when we kiss— 


wants 


beard to 


it feels so private. 

I also think that a woman who marries 
aman solely because of his looks is letting 
herself in for trouble. I married Adam 
in spite of his looks, not because of them. 
Oh, I know he is good-looking and all that 
—women are constantly raving about how 
“gorgeous” he is—but it seldom occurs to 
me. 

Then, suddenly, I'll catch myself look- 
ing at him and thinking with mild aston- 
ishment, “Gee! He’s handscme, too!” It 
makes me feel good, because his striking 
appearance is in addition to the wonderful 
qualities which attracted me to him and 
won my heart. 

I learned early in life that the exterior 
has nothing to do with whai’s inside a 
person, so I’ve never cared how people 
look. To me, any girl is pretty if she is 
warm and sincere because then real beauty 
shines through her eyes. The same applies 
to men. 

My career is my husband and my fam- 
ily; I still have that burning desire to play 
and that electric thing still happens when 
I go on stage. Perhaps I don’t. appear in 
public as frequently as I once did, but I 
think God is quite satisfied with the way 
things are. He has given me my choice, 
you see. 

Woman has been given a special job— 
to produce children and to be the hub of 
the family. If she has another talent, that’s 
Just what it should be—another talent. 


THE END 








the birds and the bees; that there will be 















































more Pond more 
lustrous, more inviting 
to touch...so soft, 
so smooth, so easy 
to manage. 





DIXIE 


makes your hair 


also 15 
Jar at the price! : 























PEACH 


The hair pomade used by more people than any other brand. 
SLITS tN ENS 





IF NATURE SLEEPS 


Take ‘‘O.S.R."’ If you lack Pep, Energy, Vitality and 
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DOCTORS’ TESTS give the proof! 
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Actually In case after case of sim- 
SHRINKS | Ple piles, bleeding was 
PILES stopped, swelling re- 
duced, cracking healed 





_, piles shrunk WITHOUT SURGERY 
thanks to amazing PAZO Ointment! In 
9 cases out of 10, pain was actually 
stopped or materially reduced. Pazo acts 
to soothe inflamed tissues, relieve itch- 
ing instantly. Hundreds of doctors pre- 
scribe it! In tubes with perforated pile 
pipe. Also modern Suppositories. Get 
Pazo®, get wonderful relief right away! 


Do YOU want 
MONEY, LOVE and POWER? 


Do you feel that opportunity is 
passing you by? That if some- 
one showed you HOW, you 
could earn big money, be pop- 
ular and make people admire 
you? Wouldn't you like to suc- 
ceed in whatever you do? Boss 
those who now boss you? Deane 
Hammond, a college trained 
New York Public Relations ex- 
ecutive, has compiled a FOR- 
MULA FOR SUCCESS that helped him to open 
wide the door to SUCCESS, LOVE and HAPPI- 
NESS. Don’t sit on the sidelines while others ob- 
tain life’s greatest pleasures. Just send me your 
name and address for a 10-DAY TRIAL. When 
the postman delivers the booklet, FORMULA 
FOR SUCCESS with instructions, pay only $2 
plus postage. Follow his directions carefully and 
I PERSONALLY GUARANTEE that if you are 
not CCMPLETELY SATISFIED within 10 days, 
I'll send your $2 right back. You are entitled io 
try to gain for yourself the HEALTH, WEALTH 
and HAPPINESS you have always wanted. Write 
MASTER, 172 Scranton Ave, Dept. 103-FH, Lynbrook, N. Y. 
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RELIEVES DRUNKENNESS IN 5 DAYS 


Does Drunkenness Threaten Your Happi 
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New Discovery Quickly and Easily Helps 
Bring Relief From All Desire For Liquor! 
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structions! This Is The Only Method That Guar- 
antees Satisfaction or Your Money Refunded, if SEND 
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You Saw This As Thousands Have Already MONEY 
Done! 
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SCIENTIFIC AIDS CO., INC. 
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Do you want to attract men 
like a magnet attracts iron? 
Do you want to make men 
FEEL your presence and 
excite them? 

Just send for the most irresistible perfume you have ever 
used—call “PARFUM MAGNET.” This perfume casts a 
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My 
Shameful 
Secret 


(Continued from Page 21) 





enough for that when you get married. And 
Lee?” 

“Yes, Ma?” 

“A girl that fools around too far with a 
boy, he’s apt to think he’s not the only one. 
And he’s apt to lose respect for you, don’t 
care what he says to the contrary. And 
men don’t always marry girls like that.” 


FTER SHE had gone I lay awake a long 

time thinking about what she had said. 
That afternoon I'd let Greg go much too 
far, although I didn’t realize it. But I 
knew the danger signals—now. Next time, 
I'd know when to stop him, not only by 
what he did, but by what / did—what / 
felt. 

I had firmly kept that resolve until the 
balmy June night when Greg drove us out 
to a lonely stretch of beach where we had 
often come before. We got out of his car 
and walked along the shore, talking of our 
coming elopement. That was when Greg 
gave in to my wish for a June wedding. 
At that moment we had stopped and were 
facing each other and Greg kissed me and 
when that kiss—and his hands—went out 
of bounds, that was when the red light 
usually flashed. 

This time it didn’t—I didn’t let it. but 
responded eagerly, as though all my pent- 
up hunger for my lover could no longer be 
denied. And only at the very last instant 
did that red light start blinking madly, 
perhaps out of long established habit too 
strong to be by-passed. even when I wanted 
to. And I twisted free, probably because 
of the unexpectedness of my frantic effort. 

“You darned little fool!” Greg roared, 
as I cowered away from him, “if you didn’t 
mean to go through with it, why did you 
act like you did? Don’t you know you 
can't do that toa man? What do you think 
I’m made of? Ice?” 

“But Greg,” I protested, 
mean—” 

“You didn’t mean!” he shouted hoarsely. 
“You didn’t mean to go through with it? 
Is that it? Just trying to tie me up real 
nice and tight, huh? Like you always 
have!” 

“Don’t say such awful things,” I wailed, 


“I didn’t 


“because you know they aren’t true!” 

“Oh, they aren't, eh?” he jeered, breath- 
ing hard as he started striding savagely 
back and forth in front of me. “Well, I’m 
not so darn sure about that. Mother warned 
me—” 

He had said the right thing to snap me 
out of my fright and I sprang up from 
where I had been half crouched on the 






sand. “And what did your mother wan 
you about?” I demanded shrilly. “That | 
was trying to rope you in?” 

Greg stopped his agitated pacing anj 
exclaimed angrily, “/ didn’t say that! Ang 
don’t go putting words in my mouth pleag. 
Miss Layne!” 

I started fumbling at the tiny diamonj 
engagement ring Greg had put on my finge 
months ago, and which I wore only in py 
vate, or in his company, but I really didp; 
mean to remove it. But Greg’s unfinishe 
remark about his mother’s “warning” yp. 
corked suspicions and resentments [ had 
never before allowed to really come alive 
in my mind. 

And now all that came welling up, crea. 
ing a blazing anger which made me yank 
off the ring and thrust it into Greg’s hand: 
“T don’t have to put words in your mouth, 
Mister Rusk!” I shouted furiously. “Don 
think I don’t know what yeur mother thinks 
of Mother and me since you all turned 
high hat and moved up on The Hill amon 
all the dickty folks! 

Well, I remember when she was glad ty 
accept the food my poor mother slipped 
over the back fence to her, and so do you! 
So I'm not good enough for you, I guess! 
And you can take your old ring and give i 
to somebody in your class!” 

I had started crying halfway through my 
hysterical outburst and now I whirled and 
ran blindly toward the highway. Before | 
got far Greg caught up with me. grabbed 
me by the shoulders and shook me roughly. 
“Now you just listen to me, Lee!” he com 
manded. “I—” 

“You let me go!” I screamed, struggling 
to break away. “I never want to see you 
again as long as I live!” 

Maybe I really didn’t struggle very hard, 
because Greg kept holding me, begging 
forgiveness, denying he’d meant anything 
of importance with his remark about his 
mother’s “warning.” And when we finally 
headed back toward town, we seemed 
closer than ever, and more in love, if that 
was possible. We had agreed that prob 
ably Greg’s mother would be all right, once 
we were actually married. 

Greg was supposed to come for me a 
nine the next day. He didn’t. I began to 
imagine all kinds of things, when, at ten, 
just as I was about to really go crazy or 
something, he drove up. 

“Oh, darling!” I cried, “I thought you 
weren't coming!” 

“Gee, I’m sorry, honey,” Greg said cor 
tritely. “I ought to have known you would 
be worried. I’m late because I forgot to 
draw my dough from the bank yesterday. 
Too excited I guess. Had to wait until jus 
now. Let’s scram, huh?” And after a quick 
kiss, we were on our way to a little town 
in an adjoining state where we would be 
married and spend a week’s honeymoon 

We reached our destination by late after 
noon. It was a pretty little mountain village 
where Greg had been a camp counsellor 
the past two summers. He had written of 
our coming to the old couple who owned 
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the local inn and they greeted us warmly 
and led us into the old- fashioned parlor of 
their private quarters. There awaiting us 
was an old character with white whiskers 
and wearing a rusty frock coat, the justice- 
Yi the-peace who would perform the cere- 


mony. And in five minutes I was Mrs. 


Gregory Rusk! 

On the last day of our stay, Greg drove 
me to the lake nearby where the boy’s camp 

as. We had a picnic lunch and afterward, 
pasate lazily on the sandy beach. I 
couldn’t help bringing up the question of 
how Greg’s folks were going to receive us. 

Greg was flat on his back, gazing up at 
the cloudless sky, and for a few seconds 
he didn’t answer. Then he rolled over to 
face me. “I’m hoping for the best, Lee. 
Mom might be kind of salty at first, but 
Dad’ll be okay—if Mom lets him. Sue— 
well, she knows how to make him do what 


she wants.” 


AS WE NEARED Hanford the next day, 
we decided that we would go to my 
house first. I wanted to see Ma as soon as 
possible. Perhaps I also wanted to defer 
as long as I could the scene I feared might 
take place when I went to Greg’s house— 
as his wife. That was one worry I might 
have saved myself, for the scene I feared 
was all set and waiting. Because who 
should be sitting in the parlor of my house 
but Mrs. Rusk! 

Greg and I didn’t notice her because 
when Ma opened the door I flew into her 
arms and Greg put his arms around us 
both, exclaiming, “Hey, let me in on this! 
How about a kiss from my new mother?” 

That really did it! Mrs. Rusk surged 
up from her chair and in a voice like a 
sharp sliver of ice said, “Gregory!” 

Greg almost jumped, so startled was he. 
Then recovering, he said a trifle too casu- 
ally, “Oh! Hi, Mom. What are you doing 
here? I mean—” 

“Perhaps that is a question you'd better 
answer,” his mother snapped. 

I was proud of my husband when, meet- 
ing his mother’s angry stare unwaveringly, 
he quietly replied, “For one reason, this 
is my wife’s home, Mother.” 

“Your wife,” his mother said like she 
Was spitting out something nasty. “She’s 
not your wife, boy. And if I have anything 
to do with it, she never will be!” 

“Mom, I’m not going to argue with you 
about this,” Greg told her, his tone hard- 
ening, “because whether you like it or not, 
you can’t do a thing about it. And I think 
you'd better go now.” 

“I know she'd better go,’ 
said sharply. 

“Why do you hate me so, Mrs. Rusk?” I 
demanded. ““Please—” 

Mrs. Rusk’s look was ugly when she 
turned her gaze on me. “I don’t hate you, 
girl,” she said coldly. “You just don’t fit 
in with the life Dr. Rusk and I plan for 
our son,” 

“And why doesn’t she?” my mother de- 
manded. “I just wish you would say there’s 
anything wrong with her!” 


> my Mother 


Mrs. Rusk’s gaze flicked over her con- 
temptuously. “Since you ask,” she replied, 
“T don’t at all mind telling you, Dollie, 
although I shouldn’t have to. Because you 
are what’s wrong with Lee!” 

“Mother!” Greg exclaimed. 
you say such a thing!” 

“T know how she can say that,”’ Mother 
said gently, “and I know why, but it ain’t 
like the Liz ] used to know. What’s wrong 
with me, son, is, I’m not an educated 
woman, and besides that, I’m* just a cook. 
Yet and still, I was a cook when you all 
lived next door, and your Ma didn’t hold 
it against me then. That’s why you don’t 
want Lee in your family, ain’t it Liz? Be- 
cause I’m just a poor working woman?” 

“That is exactly why,” she replied harsh- 
ly, “so that’s settled for once and all.” 

Mother looked like she had been slapped. 
Then she said slowly, “That’s what I 
thought. But the Lord don’t love ugly, Liz. 
And like the Good Book says, ‘Pride goeth 
before a fall and a haughty spirit before 
destruction.’ You better give that a little 
thought, Liz.” 

“Don’t tell me what I'd better think,” 
Mrs. Rusk flared, “and don’t ever call me 
Liz again, Mrs. Layne!” 

“Before you go,” Greg said pointedly, 
“T think you’d better tell me what you 
meant when you said Lee wasn’t my wife.” 

“T only said what was true,” his mother 
told him coldly. “You are a minor, Gre- 
gory. And minors may not marry without 
their parents’ consent!” 

My heart seemed to stop, but Greg 
laughed, “I was twenty-one on June 28th, 
as you well know.” 

“You were twenty, not twenty-one,” Mrs. 
Rusk told him, her voice softening. “You 
don’t have to take my word for it, son. It 
happens to be a matter of record. You 
see, you were a pretty big boy when you 
were five. And by giving your age as six, 
we got you into school a year early. Later, 
there seemed no particular point in telling 
you about it.” 

Greg stared at her unbelievingly, but I 
knew his mother had spoken the truth and 
my heart seemed to sink into a bottomless 
dark pit. Mother cried, “Oh, no!” and col- 
lapsed upon the sofa and I ran to her and 
flung my arms around her. 

Then I heard Greg say, “This I’ve got to 
see with my own eyes, Mother!” and heard 
her reply, “Since you seem to think I’m a 
liar, all you have to do is to go to the 
Health Department at the City Hall and 
ask to see the birth records.” 

Greg returned in less than a half hour. 
When he rang the bell I ran to the door 
and opened it and when I saw him stand- 
ing there, shoulders drooping, dull 
with misery, I knew he brought bad news. 
For a few seconds we looked into each 
other’s eyes silently, then, in a voice so low 
I could scarcely hear, he said, “Mother 
was right, Lee.” Then his voice broke and 
he sobbed, “Oh, God, darling, how could 


this happen to us?” 


“How can 
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“Oh, Greg,” I wailed, “that means we 
really aren’t married?” 

“That’s what it means. I guess,” Greg 
said hopelessly. “I ’phoned Dad while I 
was downtown and he was pretty sore about 
how Mom acted, but there’s nothing he can 
do.” 

“I been praying to the Lord for guid- 
ance.” Mother sighed, “but all I know right 
now is that whatever has happened is His 
will and we must accept it.” 

“Right now,” Greg replied with a deep 
sigh, “I’m not thinking about the Lord, 
I’m thinking about Lee—and myself, too. 
Lee, let’s go away. Right now. I’ve still 
got some money. We'll go where nobody 
knows us. I can get a job. And it’s only 
a year until I’m really twenty-one. We’ll—” 

I heard Greg release a deep, unhappy 
sigh and say in a dead voice, “Maybe 
you're right, Mrs. Layne. Maybe the Lord 
will find a way. But I’m going to concen- 
trate on Mom to try and make her change 
her mind.” He didn’t sound very hopeful, 
and he didn’t say any more and when I 
looked around, he was gone. Then a shud- 
der ran through Ma and when I looked at 
her, her eyes were closed tight and her 
face was all screwed up in a look of an- 
guish and her hands were pressed against 
her chest. 

“Mother!” I exclaimed in alarm. 
you sick?” 

Mother opened her eyes and slowly her 
face smoothed out. “I—TI just had a kind 
of a pain for a minute,” she said faintly, 
“but I’m all right now.” She managed a 
wan smile. “And baby, don’t fret. Every- 
thing will work out fine.” 

I thought that if I got a job, Mother 
might give in and take a rest. So I got one 
at an inn just outside town. . But even when 
I earned more my first week, counting tips, 
than Mother did, she still wouldn’t stop 
work and nothing I could say would change 
her. 


“Are 


NE MORNING after I had been work- 

ing two weeks, Mother looked so very 
ill that I started fussing about her trying 
to keep on working when we both knew 
it was making her condition worse. This 
time, to my great relief, she agreed that 
maybe I was right. 

“Ill stay home a few days,” she prom- 
ised. “I have to tend to some business 
downtown, anyway.” She paused and re- 
garded me thoughtfully, then said, “Lee, I 
got a card from the bank that I want you 
to sign. Then my savings account will be 
in both our names.” 

I stared at her worriedly. “But why, 
Ma? Are you—I mean, is there any reason 

any special reason?” 

“Well, baby, since you are a working 
woman now, why shouldn’t our savings be 
in the same account? Besides, if anything 
should happen to me—” 

“Mother! Tm not going to have you 
talking like that! Nothing’s going to hap- 
pen to you. And if you don’t see a doctor 
this very day, I’m going to call one!” 

70 


“Oh, I’ve been seeing a doctor.” my 


mother informed me with a reassuring 


smile, “and he says my trouble will soon 


be over.” 

“Well why didn’t you tell me?” I ex- 
claimed in relief. “Goodness gracious, 
Mother! I’ve been worried about you so 
much!” 

Mother smiled again, but it seemed a 
strange, remote smile, somehow disturbing. 
“Oh, I just wanted to be sure the doctor 
was right before I told you, baby. But 
while I’m at it. there’re a few other things 
I guess you'd better know about. I’ve also 
put this house in both our names. That 
way, if anything should happen to me. 
everything will be yours without any of 
that court business.” 

She made a silencing gesture as I started 
to say something. “Just a minute, dear. 
I’ve got two insurance policies. I keep them 
in my bureau. in the top lefthand drawer.” 

All day. although I managed to perform 
my duties at the inn well enough, I was 
filled with vague apprehension, a kind of 
foreboding that lay like lead on my heart. 
However. when I got home that evening. 
Mother looked and acted so much more like 
her old self, that I could hardly believe it. 

“Now you see. Mother!” I told her with 
mock severity, “you look a hundred per 
cent better with just one day’s rest. And 
I just dare you to go back to that old job 
again! You hear me?” 

Mother laughed, enjoying my pretense 
at bullying her. “Just as you say. daugh- 
ter,” she replied good humoredly. “I guess 
I do need a little rest.” 

I said hastily, “I’m going to change 
clothes, and you stay right where you are 
because /’m going to make supper.” Then 
I fled to my room. I had just put on a 
house dress when I heard the telephone 
ring and then Mother called me. When I 
took the receiver from her, she started to 
get up from her chair, but even as I spoke 
into the mouthpiece of the instrument. I 
shoved her back gently. 

“Lee!” Greg’s voice exclaimed. “Gosh. 
am I glad to catch up with you! Since 
you won’t let me come to see you, I’ve tried 
every day to reach you by phone. What 
are you doirg to be away from home so 
much, anyway?” 

“T’m working.” I told him. 

“When am I going to see you—if ever?” 

“That’s something I can’t discuss right 
now.” 

“Oh? Your mother’s around?” 

“That’s it.” 

“Okay. darling-honey-angel-child, I'll 
keep in touch.” 

I didn’t hear from Greg for a week, and 
returning from work one evening. I was 
wondering why when I idly picked up a 
newspaper somebody had left on the bus 
seat beside me and glanced over the front 
page. The very first item my eyes fell 
upon immediately stirred my interest for 
it was captioned: 

HANFORD GRID STAR 
JOINS AIR FORCE 


I started reading the story, curious—anq 
jealous—of whoever beside Greg was being 
called “Hanford Grid Star.” And there 
right in the second line was his name: 
Gregory Rusk! 

How I got home, I don’t remember. By 
when I dragged up the steps a motherly 
woman from across the street met me at 
the door and put her arms around me and 
started crying and saying. “Oh, you poor 
child! We tried to telephone you at your 
work, but you had just left!” 

I jerked away from her. a terrible fear 
clutching my heart. “Is anything wrong 
with my mother?” I cried. 

The woman nodded. her face crumpling. 
“A heart attack. the doctor said. She—’ 

I screamed and ran into Mother’s room, 
Several other neighbor women were in the 
room, but I barely noticed them as I flung 
myself down by Mother’s bed and clasped 
her lifeless body in my arms. Then | 
fainted. 

Even after a week I was stil! numbed 
with shock and grief and still could not 
believe that mother was really gone. Alone 
in the house, knowing that she would 
never again make her presence felt in it, 
I’d break down and weep until I was ex 
hausted. Only gradually did I begin to 
think about Greg, to wonder dully what 
had happened to cause him to join the Air 
Force so suddenly—without a word to me. 

I waited for the mail every morning, 
hoping for a letter from him, but the days 
passed and none came. But one day a let- 
ter came from the company that had han- 
dled my mother’s funeral, containing their 
bill. I was going to draw the money from 
the bank when I remembered Mother’s in- 
surance policies. They were where she had 
told me, in a bureau drawer, a neatly ar 
ranged little stack of papers. 

I brought them to the living room. And 
in one of the policies, there was a_ note 
from Mother! My hands trembled as | 
started reading it. but when I finished, | 
was trembling all over. For it said: Dear 
Daughter: Dr. Rusk says I may live a long 
time if | am careful but I know my time is 
near—very near. So I’m writing this to 
say goodbye to you until we meet again 
Up Above, and I am praying God will take 
care of you after I’m gone. 

I went to a lawyer and learned that as 
your mother, I could have charges placed 
against Greg for taking you off, over @ 
State line, and all that. I did not mean to 
do that, because what happened was not 
the boy’s fault, but I hoped that if | told 
Elizabeth I would do it, she would consent 
to you and Greg getting legally married. 
She begged me not to cause her son trou 
ble, but I said he had caused my daughter 
serious trouble whether he meant to or no 
and still wanted to marry her if she would 
consent. Well, her lawyer came to see me 
on my job the next afternoon and said 
Elizabeth had her mind made up to fight 
the case if it went into the courts but that 
if | would drop the matter, she would pay 
to me one thousand dollars. So that night 
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| prayed over it, and I thought it would be 
best to take the money. I accepted it be- 
cause | was almost sure you were pregnant, 
Lee. But not enough time had passed for 
me to know for certain, but from the look 
in your eyes and other little signs, | thought 
you were. And if so, then you would need 
more money than is in the bank to see you 
through. ‘ 

If | am wrong, then I leave it up to you 
what to do with the money. I hope I am 
wrong, but I don’t think so. I have not told 
anyone about this, so don’t worry. And 
have faith, dear daughter, for with God’s 
help, all will be well, in the end. (Signed) 
Your Loving Mother. P. S. The money is 
in the other insurance policy. 

It was two hours before I was able to 
think coherently again. I understood many 
things now—why my mother kept working 
even after she knew she was ‘n serious 
physical condition: to make as much money 
as she could before she had to leave me. 

I had been sick every morning of late, 
but I’d thought it was due to my grief over 
Mother’s passing, not pregnancy. But I'd 
see a doctor—and not Dr. Rusk—to be 
sure. This seemed the final blow. Enough 
had happened to me already. To have an— 
illegitimate child—That would really be 
the end! 

But there was one thing I was going to 
do, regardless: I was going to return Mrs. 
Rusk’s thousand dollars. And I was going 
to do it right away! I got up, dressed 
quickly, called a taxi, and was driven up 
on The Hill to the impressive old slate- 
roofed house the Rusks had bought. The 
driver waited while I hurried to the front 
door and rang the bell. 

A young girl in a maid’s uniform opened 
the door and ushered me into the large, 
pine-panelled living room and invited me 
to have a seat, but I remained standing, by 
the door. 

Mrs. Rusk did not appear for over ten 
minutes, then came sweeping in wearing 
an elaborate house coat, chin in the air. 

“Well, Lee?” she said sharply. 

Mutely I opened my pocketbook and 
apparently believing I was after a weapon, 
Mrs. Rusk screamed. I gave her a bitter 
look and fished out the packet of bills 
amounting to one thousand dollars, the 
sum I’d found in Mother’s bureau. 

“I didn’t come here to harm you,” I told 
her scornfully, “but to return this money 
my mother accepted from you on my be- 
half, but without my knowledge. She’s 
dead now, in case you didn’t know it— 
thanks to you!” 

I started to extend the money to her, but 
remembering how she had thrown our mar- 
tiage license on the floor the day Greg and 
I returned from what we had thought was 
our honeymoon, I hurled the bills at her 
feet and walked out and ran to the taxi. 
When the driver inquired, “Where to, 
Miss?” I asked, “Do you happen to know 
of a good doctor?” 

“Why, sure.” he replied, “there’s plenty 
of good ones here.” 


“Not here,” I told him. “In some other 
town.” 

He turned and gave me a quick, shrewd 
glance. “Oh. Some other town, eh? Well, 
how about Lofton? It’s only ten miles from 
here. And there’s a doctor there, maybe 
just the one you want.” 

I didn’t understand what he meant, but 
I replied impatiently, “Just so he knows 
his business.” 

“He does,” the cab driver assured me. 
“Want me to drive you there?” 

I nodded. 

But, after being examined by the doctor 
in Lofton, an oily littke man in a rather 
shabby office, I did want Greg. For we 
were going to have a child! 

I was paying the doctor when he asked, 
“Do you want this child?” 

I didn’t understand what he meant at 
first. When I did, I said indignantly, “Why 
of course! Why shouldn’t I?” 

The doctor’s eyes settled on my left hand 
—which bore no wedding ring. “Oh, I 
just didn’t know, Miss. In case you decide 
that you don’t, you come back and I'll take 
care of you.” 

The next morning I changed my mind, 
for I received a letter bearing a California 
postmark—from Greg! Dear Lee, he wrote. 
I’m scribbling this en route to the camp 
where I will finish my basic training. When 
Mother showed me her cancelled check 
for a thousand dollars, endorsed on the 
back by your mother, and told me that you 
two had threatened to have me arrested 
unless Mother paid you off, I had a hard 
time believing it. But there the check was. 
That’s why I joined the Air Force. 

I couldn’t stand being in the same town 
with the girl I once loved so dearly. I had 
been so sure that you loved me enough to 
wait a year until we could be legally mar- 
ried. But apparently, all our affair meant 
to you was a chance for some easy money. 
Even now I can’t quite believe it. But all 
I can say is, | hope we never meet again. 
Greg. 

There was no return address on his let- 
ter. If only I hadn’t acted so hatefully to 
his mother yesterday. Now she wouldn’t 
tell me anything about Greg. probably 
wouldn’t even speak to me. But—what 
about Dr. Rusk? He wasn’t like his wife. 
Surely he’d tell me how to reach Greg. 

I looked up his number and dialed it 
and asked for Dr. Rusk. 

“Tm sorry,” the girl said, “but I’m 
afraid that’s impossible. You see, Mrs. 
Rusk had a stroke yesterday and is seri- 
ously ill. Dr. Rusk is with her, at the hos- 
pital.” 

I thanked her dully and hung up. Then 
the import of what she had said about Mrs. 
Rusk having a stroke burst like a bomb 
in my mind. And God forgive me, I was 
glad! 

I was all mixed up, I guess, for in my 
lust for revenge, I wanted to hurt Greg, 
too. I don’t know when I dressed and took 
the bus to Lofton, but on the way I became 
conscious of tears stealing down my cheeks 




















Constipation often causes 
CHILDRENS TANTRUMS! 


When constipation sours little tummies, 
children sulk and cry—can’t sleep or eat 
right. No wonder! Sour, gassy stomach 
upset makes them feel so miserable. 

That’s why thousands of mothers give 
Syrup of Black-Draught at first sign of 
coated tongue, bad breath—sluggishness. 
Its wonderful laxative action helps 
sweeten sour stomach, too! So children 
smile and play again. 


Laxative-Stomach Sweetener Works Overnight 
Syrup of Black-Draught acts thoroughly. 
But no harsh griping! Made of pure vege- 
table herbs. Overnight, brings comforting 
relief from constipation...thus helps 
sweeten sour stomach, too! So honey- 
sweet children love it! 18,000,000 bottles 
sold. Get a bottle of Syrup of Black- 
Draught at your druggist’s today. 


ADULTS, TOO! Try regular Black-Draught 
laxative-stomach sweetener for your con- 
stipation. In Powder or Granulated form 
and convenient, new,easy-to-take Tablets, 


IMITATION 

7 DIAMOND RINGS 

Ro: $1.95 or. $2.95 
d 


Beautiful Solitaire and 





Kt yellow Gold 
Plate or Sterling Silver. SEND NO 
ONEY, Pay Postman on delivery 





; you've always wanted. 
* Agent for Valmor and Sweet Georgia 
Brown Products. Fast Seliers—Face Powder, Beauty Creams, 
Hair Dressing, Perfumes, Sachet Powders and Incense. No 
experience needed. Full or S; Time. Parninen peotne u 
to $20.00 in a day. WRITE NOW for BIG MON MAKING 
Soute SAMPLE CASE Offer. VALMOR PRODUCTS Co., 
1 So. Michigan Ave., Dept. A-232, Chicago 16, ill. 









MADE FROM YOUR 
OLD ONE AND 
RETURNED SAME DAY 


New, Professional Method gives you natural- 
looking, perfect fitting plastic plate—upper, 
loweror partial, from your old, loose or cracked 
plate with animpr rT You don’t pay 
a penny if you’re not delighted. New Clinical 
Method means fast service, huge savings. 
NATURAL LOOKING costs 
PERFECT FITTING OR 30 DAY TRIAL NOTHING 
You must be satisfied. Our lron-clad Guarantee lets you try 
your new plate for 30 days entirely at our risk. New plate re- 
turned to you Air Mail the SAME DAY we get your old one. 
SEND NO MONEY Just your name and address and 
we’ll rush full particulars about 
this amazing Clinical offer free. No cost. Noobligation. Write: 


CLINICAL DENTAL LABORATORY, Dept. 554 
125 W. HUBBARD STREET, CHICAGO 10, ILLINOIS 


HUNDREDS » DOLLARS 
FOR YOU wire new srvce craze! 


Earn big profits full or spare 4 

time showing amazing new § 

FLEXICLOGS. Exclusive \O 

wooden footwear that “flex 

with your foot” earning a “gold 

mine’’ of extra cash for thousands. Men, 

women, children buy on sight for play, 

work, sportswear. You make big money 
on triple profit plan plus ex- 
tra profits on exciting matching 
accessories. Noexperience needed 
—no investment. Get FREE Sales Kit 
and Sample Offer. Write today. 


Meet MAIL COUPON FOR Fmeg OUTFIT! 
| FLEXICLOGS, Box 38-w 






































New Holstein, Wisconsin ! 
| Please rush FREE Sales Kit and Sample Offer. | 
me ! 
| Address | 
Ho de ——__ J 








1 


~] 









= 


= eereen 


= 2 ee 











and I thought that at least my mother had 
been spared this final blow of knowing her 
daughter was even now on her way to have 
her unborn child destroyed—no, murdered! 

At last I reached the building and 
paused at the foot of the stairs. As I stood 
there, one hand upon the stair railing, I 
wanted desperately not to go up those 
stairs, but I knew that in another second I 
was going to, and I cried aloud, “God help 
me! Please!” 

A shiver ran through me and I felt as 
though I had been freed of invisible chains 
which had been pulling me ever since I left 
home, and I turned and ran, like Satan 
was at my heels, and didn’t stop until I 
was on another bus headed back to Han- 
ford! 

When I reached home I called the hos- 
pital and inquired about Mrs. Rusk’s con- 
dition, which, I was told, was “unchanged.” 
Then I sat down and wrote a note of sym- 
pathy to Dr. Rusk and asked him to tell his 
wife that I was praying for her recovery. 
Then, I began to make plans. First, I 
would get my job back and save every 
cent I could, as long as I could work. Then 
I would sell my house and go to some dis- 
tant city to have my baby. 

That night I went to sleep almost happy 
for the first time since Mother’s death. I 
felt safe, secure, knowing I was being 
watched over by One more powerful than 
any mortal. It was a wonderful feeling. 
The next day I went out to the inn where I 
had worked, and went to work at once. I 
had to stay later than usual the next night, 
helping to serve a big birthday party, and 
when I got home I was real tired. I was 
walking slowly when I turned in at my 
house, when out of the shadows of the 
porch a tall figure rose up, and for an in- 
stant, my heart almost stopped. 

Then a voice came out of the darkness 
and it said, “Darling-honey-angel-child!” 

“Greg!” I cried, rushing into his arms. 
“Oh, Greg!” 

Later Greg told me he had been given 
leave to fly home because of his mother’s 
grave illness, and he begged my forgive- 
ness for what he had said in his letter, hav- 
ing learned from his father what had really 
happened. “Can you ever forgive me, dar- 
ling?” he pleaded. 

“T have forgiven you already,” I told him 
happily. “And Greg—I do sincerely hope 
your mother recovers, even if she never 
gives her consent to our marriage.” 

“Mom’s going to recover, Lee.” Greg 
said, “and Dad says your note did more 
than any medicine could do. She wants to 
see you, Lee. And she wants us to be mar- 
ried as quickly as possible. Okay?” 

“You know it is!” I exclaimed joyously. 
“And now, Mr. Rusk, I’ve got some news 
for you!” Then I told him that we were 
going to have a baby and he was overjoyed. 
[ told him many things—except what I had 
almost done in Lofton a few days before. 
That was my terrible secret I would never 
tell him or anyone, and I knew nobody 
would ever find out about it except my 


Lord, and He already knew it. THE END 
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I Married 
For Hate 
(Continued from Page 31) 


He held me that way for a minute. Then 
he took my arms and held me back, his 
eyes searching my face. 

“Gosh, it’s wonderful to see you!” he 
breathed. “How did you ever get away 
from that she-dragon of a sister? You're 
pale, sweet,” he added anxiously. ‘Is some- 
thing wrong?” 

She-dragon! That was me. Lottie. An- 
ger was like a snake coiled inside me, 
twisting and lashing, waiting to strike. No 
wonder I was pale. But not yet, I cau- 
tioned myself. I’d have my revenge, but 
I had to be careful .. . 

“I—I had to talk to you, Judd,” I whis- 
pered nervously. Suddenly I realized that 
my nervousness was all right, it was just 
the way Lila would have felt and acted, 
if this were really she. I felt a little assur- 
ance creep back into me. This man had 
murdered my sister, as surely as if he had 
torn her asunder with his own two hands. 
And he’d pay. Oh, how he’d pay. For all 
the rest of his life... 

Gently Judd helped me across the room 
to the couch, where he made me lie down 
and stacked cushions behind me. 

“Whatever it is can wait, sweet.” he said 
firmly. “Doctor Thompson prescribes a 
cup of strong black coffee, made by. him- 
self—for the girl he loves.” He leaned 
over and kissed me lingeringly; somehow 
I forced my quivering lips to respond. 
Then he straightened up and went to the 
tiny kitchen, where I heard him filling 
the coffee pot, measuring the coffee. 

I closed my eyes. thankful for the mo- 
ment of respite. Things had been happen- 
ing so fast that nothing seemed quite real. 
It was as ?f I was living a horrible night- 
mare, a bad dream from which I would 
presently awaken to find Lila asleep in 
the twin bed next to mine in our room at 
home, with everything just the way it had 
always been . . . No, I reminded myself 
with a sob. It would never be that way 
again. Not ever. Lila was dead. 

Judd came in. pulling on his jacket. 

“I’m going to run down to the bakery 
for some rolls or something, darling. You 
just lie there and catch a nap; you look 
all done in. I'll wake you when the coffee’s 
ready. Hear me?” 

I forced myself to smile up at him and 
nod my head. He patted my cheek and 
went out. I lay back with a gasp. 

Oh, Lila, Lila—! Why did it have to be 
you? Why couldn’t it have been me? I 
have nothing to live for anyway .. . 

Funny, when you stopped to think about 
it, that two girls could look exactly alike, 








even sound exactly alike, and yet be gp 
different basically. All our lives, Lila’s 
and mine, I had been the strong one, the 
leader, the realist; while Lila was gentle 
and timid and the perpetual child. Nothing 
that happened to her ever disturbed that 
shining faith she had in the goodness of 
man. Not even the accident .. . 

It seemed as if everything that had ever 
happened to Lila and me had served to 
increase our affection for each other. Moth. 
er’s death when we were babies, leaving 
Dad only a husk of a man, with no heart 
for his twin baby girls. Aunt Martha’s 
care, prim and capable but without a 
trace of love. 

Most of all, perhaps, the traffic accident 
when we were fifteen, which left me with 
hardly a bruise, but which did something 
to Lila’s spine, so that she was paralyzed 
from the waist down. It was I who took 
care of her, lavishing on her all the care 
and attention she needed. It was I who 
kept her courage and faith alive, and 
who finally, when we were seventeen, found 
the doctor who dared to operate on her. 

I guess the happiest day of my life was 
when Lila was able to move her feet, a few 
days after the operation. When she learned 
to walk again, so that we could actually 
go places together, it would be hard to say 
which of us was the happier, she or I. 

“You’ve been an angel, Lottie,” she told 
me gratefully. “I don’t know what I’d have 





















done—” 

“Nonsense,” I interrupted. “You'd have 
done the same for me.” 

Lila sighed. “I never seem to do any- 
thing for you, except give you trouble,” 
she said wryly. 

Well, she wouldn’t cause me any more 
trouble. Lila was dead. I’d seen her die. 
I shuddered as the horror of it broke over 
me afresh. Could it have been only this 
morning? Only—TI looked at my watch— 
six hours ago that she came staggering in- 
to our apartment— 


















S SOON AS Lila was strong enough to 

work, she had taken a job as recep: 
tionist with the doctor who had performed 
her operation. I was cashier in a down 
town restaurant. Luckily, we both had 
Thursday off, and usually we planned to 
do something together that day. But this 
morning Lila had got up a little early, and 
left the apartment before nine. saying that 
she had an appointment at the beauty 
shop. An hour later I heard her fumbling 
at the door, and she stumbled in, her face 
tortured, as she tottered weekly into the 
bedroom. Frightened, I ran to catch her, 
help her to the bed. 

“Lila, what is it? Whats the matter, 
darling?” 

She managed a tight-lipped smile. “It’s 
—nothing serious, I—just a pain . . . May: 
be something I ate—” 

But it wasn’t something she ate. She 
admitted it to me soon, between gasps. 

“An abortion, Lottie. I—I didn’t want 
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But 


you to know. I—something went 


wrong .- - 

I froze to an iceberg inside of me. An 
abortion! 

“Judd?” I hated the man so that even 
his name was a hiss on my lips. She 
nodded weakly, tears dripping down her 
colorless cheeks. 

I started for the telephone. “I'll call a 
doctor, Lila. We'll fix it—” 

She shook her head feebly. “It’s—too 
late, Lottie.” Her voice was only a thread 
of sound now. “Lottie, promise me you 
won't tell, ever— It would ruin Judd’s life, 
his whole future. That’s why I never told 
him. . She gasped for breath, then 
went on haltingly. “He didn’t know about 
—the baby. He must never know—this. 
Promise me, Lottie. Prom—” 

One convulsive shudder. One low cry. 
That was all. An hour ago she had been 


alive, radiant; now she lay Lere dead. 
DEAD! I could hardly believe it. My 
shocked brain couldn’t take it in. And 


Judd had done it... 

I'd warned her. Lila didn’t understand 
about men. It was that sweetness in her, 
that childish trust ... But I knew. Id 
been in love, once. Six months ago. Al 
Prentiss, his name was, and I thought he 
was the most wonderful man in the world. 

His folks lived in the next state; he’d 
come to our town because the college 
was famed for its architectural course. He 
loved me, too. We were going to be mar- 
ried as soon as he was out of school for 
‘the summer. But first he went home, to 
tell his parents . . . He never came back. 
Instead there was a short letter, very 
blunt. He was already married, the father 
of a child. He was sorry; I was to forget 
him. 

They say that love is very near to hate, 
but that was the first time I knew what 
they meant. Until I opened that letter, 
I'd been so full of love that I felt as if I 
could float. Al changed all that. Hate 
became a sickness inside of me. Hate for 
Al, yes—but hate for men, who could do 
such things, and go scot free, untouched 


So when Lila told me that she had a 
date with Judd, the name rang a bell in 
my memory. I shot her a quick look. 

“Not—Judd Thompson, Lila? Not that 
one?” 

A quick flush stained her face, but she 
raised her chin defiantly. “Yes. That one. 
But he’s different now—” 

“Lila. He’s served time in reform school 
—he has a record! And his father—an 
aleoholic, darling. His brother’s in jail 
right now! Lila, you must be crazy—” 

“I don’t care,” she said stubbornly. 
“That’s all past for him, Lottie. That time 
in reform school—he was only a kid, 
caught with a gang of car-thieves. He’s 
going to be a doctor, Lottie. He’s already 
worked his way through two years. And 
you can’t hold him responsible for his 
folks!” 

“He’s no good, Lila. 


enough for you.” 


He isn’t good 











You ll always be his sweetheart 
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But for the first time, Lila wouldn’t 
listen to me. Oh, she didn’t flaunt him in 
my face. But I knew she saw him now 
ind then. It worried me; but I felt sure 
that in time she’d get over him, find some- 
ye worthy of her sweetness and goodness. 

Well, he’d done it. He’d got her preg- 
nant. And the abortion she’d had—try- 
ng to keep it from him—that had killed 
her. That meant that Judd had killed her, 





lidn’t it? Id been right, he was a no- 
ood. And there was no way I could get 


ven, no way to make him pay, without 
lirtying Lila’s name, her memory 

Yes, there was a way. I sat, too stunned 
staring at Lila’s still form on 
ie bed . and the plan came to me. 
Lila herself had given it to me . . . It was 
like her to want to shield Judd. Poor baby, 

blindly in love! 

Judd’s career. I’d get him to marry me. 
’'d make him think I was Lila. ’d—I°d 
fix it so he couldn’t get an annulment. And 
then I’d bleed him financially. I’d make 
Destroy his future. 

got him to come over 
It was a hor- 


move, 
th 





if him support me. 
i I'd called Dad, 
iT Lila’s and my apartment. 
i rible shock to him. 
] “I’ve got to get away by myself for a 
} little while, Dad,” I said. “Will you— 
| ake care of things? I— I’ve got to go—” 
[ couldn’t tell him where, or why. But he 
i was too overcome to be curious. 
| “Sure,” he said dully. “Oh, God, if only 
f your mother was here . . .” 
i I threw a few things into a bag. Caught 
bus for Tenville, where Judd’s school 
1} Took a taxi to his apartment. And all 
HT the time, the one thought kept going ’round 
and around in my head, like an egg-beater 
i| whirring, getting nowhere: I’ve got to 
make Judd pay. It’s the last thing I can 
lo for Lila. He killed my twin sister. 
He’s got to pay . 
Judd pulled a low table up beside the 
uch and arranged the coffee things on 
He wouldn’t let me say a word until 
’d drunk a cup of coffee and eaten all 
I could of one of the rolls. To my sur- 
prise it did make me feel better. I tried to 
if think when I’d eaten. I couldn’t remem- 


He got up and came to sit beside me. 
I had to fight 


Somehow, I 


arm drew me close. 
impulse to break free. 


| Une 


1 he 
rced myself to lean trustingly against 
m. 
“Judd,” I said softly, “we’re going to 
ave a baby.” 


I felt his body stiffen, saw his eyes fly 
mine. There fear, disbelief... 

i No! Lila. we were so careful—” 
: “Not Judd. ’'m sure— 

"ve seen a doctor.” 

He jumped up and began to pace the 
or, running his hand through his short- 
it hair. Now and then his eyes darted to 
The pounding of my heart was choking 


was 


careful enough, 


e. Did he suspect—? 
“Okay.” he said finally. “That settles it, 


Lila.” He came back and dropped down 


the couch beside me and took my icy 


hands in his. “There’s just one thing to 
do,” he said. “We’re getting married— 
right away, now—today. And I don’t care 
what that sour-puss jailer of yours says— 
No,” as I started up furiously, forgetting 
my pose for a moment in my rage at his 
insult to me— “I’m not asking you, I’m 
telling you. I should have done it long 
ago. We won’t even tell her until later, 
when it’s all done. It’s the only way, you 
see that don’t you?” 


“T guess you’re right,” I said in a small 


voice. “I guess there isn’t anything else 
to do.” And if the tears that flooded my 


eyes were tears of helpless fury rather 
than of hurt and worry, there was no 
way for Judd to know that. He started to 
put his arms around me. But I couldn’t 
take that. I slid out of his grasp and 
stood up. and I didn’t have to fake the way 
my legs trembled. 

“Tt’s getting late, maybe we ought to 
start.” I said. I even managed a small, 
scared smile. “If you’re sure—?” 

He shot me a puzzled look. “That’s an 
odd thing to say, dear—after the way I’ve 
been coaxing for months! Here, sweet, 
here’s your coat .. .” 


HADN'T realized that getting married 

was so easy. The license bureau where 
I made out the application with a hand 
that shook in spite of me. The judge 
down the hall, who seemed happy at mar- 
rying a couple instead of divorcing them, 
for a change. The quiet, impressive words, 
rolling out in the judge’s deep voice: “Do 
you, Lila Jenkins, take this man—? Do 
you, Judd Thompson, take this woman—? 
For richer, for poorer—” It would be for 


poorer for Judd, all right. So poor it 
would ruin him. 
The evening went by in a blur. Judd 


was jubilant, excited. If he hadn’t been 
so excited himself. he’d have known there 
was something wrong. Try as I would, I 
knew I was giving a pretty poor imitation 
of a girl marrying the man she was crazy 
about, the man who was the father of the 
child within her. I kept trying to smile, 
to respond to his kisses. 

But the thought kept beating through 
me, “I’ve got to get him home. I’ve got 
to go all the way . . . so he can’t get an 
annulment. He’s got to be stuck with me 
for the rest of his life.” And I had to do 
it before he found out that Lila 
dead... 

The dinner in the nice restaurant was 
We were back in the apart- 
close. 


was 


over at last. 
ment. Judd’s arms held me close. 
Hate was a cancer inside of me. revulsion 
made me sick. I guess he felt me tremble. 

“Don’t be afraid of me. honey,” he whis- 
pered. “You know I’d never hurt you.” 

He took my coat. hung it in the closet 
beside his own. Came back and held my 
cold hands in his warm ones. 

“Lila, I hate to mention it, but don’t you 
think we ought to call up your sister and 
tell her? She'll be—” 

“Oh, no!” Not until I have you chained. 


Not until—oh God, how can I go through 
with it? 

“Lila. Come here.” Soberly, Judd took 
my hand and led me across to the big 
chair. He sat down and pulled me onto 
his lap and put his arms around me. 
“There’s something [ve been wanting to 
say for a long time and I think I should 
say it now. I think you’ve got the wrong 
slant on your sister.” 

“Wha-a-t?” I looked at him, complete. 
ly bewildered. 

“T mean.” he went on patiently, “I don’t 
think she’s half as bad as you think. All 
she wants is the best for you. I think if 
we'd got married when I first suggested 
it, she may have been upset for a while, 
but when she saw that we really were in 
love, and that you were happy, she'd have 
accepted it.” 

He squeezed me tight and laid his cheek 
on my hair. “This is going to be pretty 
rough on her, you know—finding out, as 
she will eventually, that we had to get mar- 
ried. She’ll have a real reason to hate me 
then, you know—thinking that I was will- 
ing to—” 

“Judd, let’s don’t talk about her.” My 
smile must have been ghastly. I pulled 
out of his arms and turned out a lamp— 
anything to keep from meeting his eyes. 
“Let’s go to bed. I—TI’ll call her tomor- 
row.” 

Without a word, Judd put his arm 
around me and we walked into the bed- 
room. I heard the door close behind me. 
It hadn’t been too bad, up to now. Fury 
and hate had sustained me. But now I 
was getting confused; uncertainty was 
stirring in me. Could I possibly have 
been mistaken—about Judd? Why. that 
would make my sister responsible—Oh, 
no. I couldn’t accept that. 

I walked over to my suitcase and began 

fumble with the clothes. Judd looked 
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at me oddly, as if sensing my confusion. 

“Call me when you're ready, sweet,” 
he said, picking up his pajamas and going 
back into the living room, closing the 
door between us to give me privacy. 

I sank down into a chair, hid my face 
in my hands. I had to face it: If Lila had 
come to Judd, he would have married her 
instantly. Not only that, he’d tried to 
get her to marry him since—before it 
had happened. And it was her fear of 
me, her twin—her “sour-puss jailer”— 
that had prevented the marriage! That 
meant—why— The words formed them- 
selves slowly inside of me, seeming to 
swell until they filled the whole room, 
the whole world: that meant that it was 
I, not Judd who had killed Lila! 

A sudden scream tore from my throat, 
and instantly Judd was there beside me, 
kneeling by the chair where I had col- 
lapsed, his hands gripping me, shaking 
me. “Lila! Lila, what’s wrong?” His voice 
was imploring. “Lila, don’t be fright- 
ened—” 

“Judd,” I said, feeling very tired, “I’ve 
got something to tell you. ’m not—” 

The ringing of the telephone interrupted 
me. Judd answered it, impatiently. Then 
I heard him make some sharp, short ex- 
clamation. Slow tears slid down my face. 
Oh, Lila, what a mess I’ve made . 

Judd hung up and came back to stand 
beside me. I looked up at him. His eyes 
were live coals in a tormented face. 

“That,” he said icily, “was your Aunt 
Martha. Your father’s had a stroke, Lot- 
tie. They want you to come home imme- 
diately.” 

Dad—! I stumbled to my feet. I felt 
myself sway weakly and grabbed at the 
bedpost for support. I fought to make my 
voice heard. 

“Did she tell you—Lila—?” 

He stood there, hands clenched at his 
side until the knuckles stood out. “Yes. 
She told me. Lila’s dead. I don’t know 
what this is all about but I mean to find 
out. Come on. I'll drive you—it’s faster.” 

He didn’t speak again until I stood by 
Dad’s bed. Poor Dad. The shock had 
been too much. He reached up and took 
my hand and drew me down so I could 
hear his whisper. 

“Had to tell you—don’t blame—your- 
seli—too much. You—meant well—” He 
stopped to labor for breath, and I felt 
tears flood my eyes. So even Dad had 
known it was my fault—! 

“Dad,” I began brokenly, “I didn’t—” 

He made a small sign for silence. “My 
fault—I gave her the money . . . Didn’t 
dream it—would kill her . . .” His voice 
trailed off, his eyes closed. I knelt beside 
him, wishing in agony that it could have 
been I lying there . . .dying. Suddenly 
Dad’s eyes opened and he made one more 
try. “Never pays to play God. We aren’t 
wise... enough...” 

He sighed like a tired child going to 
sleep. A soft blackness closed in around 
me, 

I opened my eyes slowly. I was on the 


davenport in Aunt Martha’s living room, 


Judd sitting beside me, his face haggard. 
For a long moment I looked at him. Then 
I turned wearily away. 

“Tm Judd. I—I was blind. I 
thought you were responsible for Lila’s 
death, and I married you to make you pay. 
But I see now It was I who—” I 
choked. I couldn’t go on. 

Suddenly for the first time I began to 
cry. My twin sister, my Dad, both dead— 
and all Id felt hate! Now grief 
claimed me, pouring through me, washing 
out bitterness, leaving only shame. Judd 
got up and began to pace the room. His 
eyes were bleak. his face drawn. 

“A pair of fools,” he muttered. “A pair 
of fools.” 

Presently I stopped crying and sat up, 
pressing my hand to my head. “We can 
get an annulment.” My voice fell dully 
on the silence of the house. 

He before me, 
looking down at me. “Let’s not be in a 
hurry about that.” He spoke quietly; with 
a note of compassion even. “Neither of us 
was worthy of Lila. We’re both to blame— 
I, for letting her take a chance; you, for 
driving her to secrecy, through your dis- 
approval and her gratitude to you. But 
maybe we’ve both learned something. May- 
be we’ve grown up a little. I think—Lila 


Sorry, 


was 


came over and stood 


—would have wanted us to give it a 
ne 

I looked at him wonderingly through 
my tears. 


“You—could forgive?” 

“Can’t you?” 
mine. . 

Yes, there was one last thing I could do 
for Lila. I could help make her dream 
come true. I could help a guy who was 
trying to help himself. She had died for 
her dream; I could live for it 


His tormented eyes held 


AD AND LILA lie side by side in the 
little cemetery. I’m working in the 
office of the college where Judd is going 
Every penny except 
goes to make it pos- 


on with his studies. 
for bare necessities 
sible for Judd to finish school and start 
a practice. 

We're still married, although no one 
knows it, since we have never lived as man 
and wife. We agreed to wait, to see what 
time would help us work out; and neither 
of us is interested in anyone else. 

But in learning to know Judd, I’ve come 
to see in him some of the things Lila must 
have seen, the things that made her feel 
he was worth risking her life for. And I 
have, I hope, groped my own way along 
the path to understanding; maybe I’m 
even a little more like the sister I adored. 
Perhaps some day Judd and I will feel 
ready to try to make the marriage work. 

I think so often of Dad’s words: It never 
pays to play God. We aren’t wise enough. 

Here is one girl who has learned that 


THE END 


lesson. 
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I Killed 
My Rival 
(Continued from Page 26) 





Besides I had to get out of there and 
breathe some fresh air before I choked. 
No matter how convincing the act I put on, 
[ was a pretty broken-up kid as I quietly 
found my coat and, with a silent wave to 
my hostess, slipped out the front door and 
nto my car. 

For as I sped through the lowering dusk, 
the old, painful memories, now more than 
two years dead, stirred, yawned, stretched 
themselves and crept one by sorrowful one 
through the door in my heart that I had 
hoped was forever bolted and barred. 

I felt myself drifting backward in time 
to the shadowy world of yesterday as my 
mind pictured once again that unforget- 
table night so long ago when Joel Adams 
has been the source of my greatest triumph 
and my deepest humiliation. Just thinking 
ibout it now gives me a bad case of the 
shakes, for had I been wise enough even 
to attempt an understanding of the things 
Joel said that night, how much bitter, bone- 
aching anguish I might have been saved! 

But how could any girl, on. the night of 
ier debut, be expected to sit down and 
ponder some profound, dull, old philosophy 
of life. even though the advice came from 
the one man in the universe with the power 
to make her tingle down to the tips of her 


toes! 

{nd for me—the kid who grew up too 
fast, who was zipping around town in her 
own red convertible at fifteen, who floored 
every other freshman and even impressed 
the upper classmen with trunks of clothes 
ind a fat allowance check when she went 
off to school—you know this was to be 
ye night I intended to live ’em up! 

Joel, of course, was my date. A little 
reluctant, perhaps, because we both knew 
he would much rather be fooling around 
in his dad’s lab with smelly old specimens 
yr whatever it was he peered at through 
the microscope, but when I really twisted 
He had to. I always 





his arm, he came. 
got what I wanted! 

Dr. Adams was the best medical man in 
the county, and his son’s greatest ambition 
was to follow his father in medicine. Per- 
sonally I didn’t see why all the fuss and 
stewing about hard work and study for en- 
trance to medical school was necessary. Dr. 
\dams had plenty of money, enough to set 
Joel up in whatever business he wanted— 
or even support him entirely if he chose 
not to do anything at all. 

Maybe this very strong contrast in our 
personalities was actually the basis of 
Joel’s terrific attraction for me, for the 
minute I first laid eyes on this tall, gan- 
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gling, soft-talking, serious-eyed young man, 
I was aware of the deep challenge his very 
aloofness held for me. It was the custom 
in my family to hold a big “Open House” 
every New Year’s Day, but I was 17 and 
in college before my parents allowed me 
to attend. 

But it was at an Open House that I met 
Joel. He arrived with his parents, and as 
I turned at the sound of door chimes and 
saw the dark head towering over the laugh- 
ing group in the foyer, caught a glimpse of 
the lean, sensitive face. sensed the calm, 
easy-going charm about the man, I heard 
for the first time in my heart the opening 
chords of an enchanting love song I knew 
would never die. 

I literally couldn’t take my eyes off this 
very poised, handsome young man who ap- 
peared so unimpressed with the grandeur 
and luxury of the drawing room in which 
he stood. the gay crowds of smartly dressed 
society folk, the lilting music of a string 
ensemble at one end of the room. 

With my sweetest smile 1 excused my- 
self from the group I was in and casually 
made my way to the far wall where the 
Ice Man, as I called him. stood examining 
a small water color. It happened to be a 
painting I had done the summer before 
when we vacationed in the mountains. 
Without hesitation I moved right in and 
stood squarely in front of the painting. 

I was looking good and I knew it, with 
my dark shoulder-length bob drawn back 
in a flirtatious pony-tail, the sharp party 
frock awhirl with rows and rows of can-can 
ruffles swishing around my shapely legs, 
and just enough of mother’s most in- 
triguing perfume sprinkled over it all to 
surround me in an aura I knew was im- 
possible for any mere male to resist. 

“Hello, there,” I said, extending my 
hand, “I’m Muriel Bankhead. Glad to 
have you with us this evening.” 

The deep brown eyes swept over me 
with the same interest they had shown in 
the painting—no more. The hand clasped 
mine briefly, and the smile was merely po- 
lite. “Happy to meet you. Miss Bank- 
head.” and I thought I detected a mocking 
note in the velvet-smooth voice, “I’m Joel 


Adams.” 


STOOD FOR a moment searching the 

face for some hint of what was going on 
behind those very fascinating eyes. Ac- 
tually I felt no rebuff. for at that point in 
my life I wouldn’t have recognized a brush- 
off if one came up and slapped me in the 
face. Nobody, but nobody was indifferent 
about Muriel Bankhead. 

“You are enjoying the party, aren’t 
you?” I asked with a smile that would 
have melted a glacier. Joel’s head was 
turned slightly to one side as though he 
were looking for someone across the room. 
I followed his gaze and saw that he had 
caught his mother’s eye, and at the smile 
and mischievous wink he gave her my 
young heart did a quick flip-flop. But at 
my words his attention snapped back to 


me, the manner again charming but go 
terribly cool. 

“The party is wonderful. ... 

“That’s not what I asked you,” I replied 
pertly. “I want to know if you are having 
fun.” 

“Well, frankly, Miss Bankhead,” and he 
was dead serious, “I’d rather not be here!” 

How about this man, I thought in be. 
wilderment. He just can’t be for real! All 
the people in town who would give a lung 
to be here. . . . But I never finished that 
thought, for I glanced over Joel’s shoulder 
to see my mother bearing down on us with 
a couple of droopy-looking girls in tow, 
and after acknowledging the introductions, 
Joel quietly slipped away. 

After the holidays were over I went back 
to school, and before the end of that term 
there was no question about my being the 
acknowledged leader of my crowd. We 
were only freshmen, but some of the gay 
old times we had, and a few of our esca- 
pades in which we were so nearly caught 
by the dean had the upperclassmen watch- 
ing us like hawks. 

Of course it wasn’t long before my name 
leaped into the conversation every time 
one of the kids had some devilment up her 
sleeve, and, whatever the gag. Muriel was 
sure to go along, and most times even do 
it one better! But I always managed to 
stay just one step this side of expulsion. 

But even with all the fun I had at school, 
the dates with senior men (over which the 
girls in my dorm practically expired with 
envy and excitement), the endless array 
of clothes for every occasion, and the bot- 
tomless pocketbook of my dad, there were 
times when I wondered what there really 
was left for me to do. At-18. I had known 
first-hand. more thrills. more fast living. 
more material gratification than most 
women ten years older than I. 

Not that I was sexually promiscuous. As 
a matter of fact I had never actually gone 
all the way with any of the fellows I dated, 
probably because I decided at the last 
minute that it just wasn’t worth it! None 
of them, so far, had succeeded in rousing 
me to the pitch where I didn’t give a damn 
about the consequences, and I figured as 
long as I could carry on at my highly ae- 
celerated pace without going the limit— 
why not? 

So, you see, I was really ripe for the 
harvest when Joel Adams came back into 
my life the following summer. It was 
funny the way it happened, and should 
have been prophetic. But so dazzled was 
I by my own sense of importance and s0 
fresh from the recent spree of welcome 
back parties given by my home-town set, 

I had been home a couple of weeks 
when my bedside phone rang, cutting 
sharply through the last shreds of some 
beautiful, wispy, early morning dieam, 
dragging my eyes open to blink against 
the delicate lattice-work of sunbeams 
etched across the bed. Lazily. I laid the 
phone on the pillow. My voice, soft with 
whispered into the mouthpiece, 


” 


sleep, 
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noon?” 
eplied The voice on the other end trilled with 
laving laughter. Bessie Coleman! Nobody but 
an eager beaver like her would be tram- 
ind he pling on somebody’s honest sleep this early 
iere!” in the day. I made no effort to stifle my 
in be. yawn. “OK, Laughing Girl, what’s going 
I! All on in that vacuum that passes for a brain?” 
a lung “Oh, Muriel you’re always joking!” she 
d that giggled. Joking! I was never more se- 
oulder rious. “Listen, doll, I’m throwing together 
s with a beach party this afternoon—just a few 
1 tow, of the gang, and you just have to come. It 
ctions, wouldn’t be a party without you! We're 
getting together down at the cove about 
t back four or five and we'll roast hot dogs and_ | 
t term have some nice, cold beer and .. .” I 
ng the held the phone away from my ear, as the 
We yoice went on and on, like a tightly wound 
le gay phonograph that had to run itself down 
 esca- and out. ar, 
raught Plump little Bessie was a character you ‘ on a 
watch- couldn’t help but love. The energy and ‘ ¥ : ‘ fy 
enthusiasm that radiated from her fat little “SS 5 te 
name person was so genuine you just had to go “ akan gull 
~ time along with her. And the last thing in the | 
ip her world I wanted to do today was go on a_ | 
el was beach party. But you could no more turn 
‘en do Bessie down than you could refuse a piece 10c 25c 50c In The 
red to of bread to a starving child. Red and Green Can 
ilsion. I broke in impatiently. “All right, Bes- 
school, sie. Save the build-up for the next phone lie Hai 
ch the call. I'll be there!” i * A fer Dressing for Sa ler ihteia ter edad 
1 with The sun was sinking again when I made 
array one of my famous, wide, sweeping arcs pnt 
ie hot: and slid into the parking lot at the far al 7 
> were end of the beach. My black and beige | | WANTED ' 
really two-tone convertible was a_ trademark Seba ons or more of your best pooms | 
known around town, and with the car radio blar- W Ser free examination. Any subject. Send . : ee 
living. ing loud enough to be heard in the next * ag es : Coeee s Geares want Series 
most county, there was no mistake about the ar- % FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS ) =o Birthbate, Brcomeret: $ mame 
rival of Muriel Bankhead. & 1 See Saeed | 4a Wore 
us. As I wore my swim suit, a white satin num- — 
y gone ber that fit like paper on the wall, and wy Ss Ceres an 
dated, against the rich cinnamon color of my skin, PRICE ALL OVER with 
e last the effect was mildly sensational. SA fi CLUSTER 
None “Hey, Muriel. how’s the gal?” came the CURLS 
ousing shouts as I walked up, and waving an arm = l 
damn in greeting, I dropped down on the corner ~ py 
red as of a blanket spread on the sand, reached eo, yp ° , 
ily ac- for a can of beer. Eight or ten fellows \ 
imit— and girls sprawled leisurely around the 
fire, roasting wieners and marshmallows, 
: the playing records on a portable phonograph = 
< into someone had brought along. ALL OVER ay _ 
t was Jay Walker rolled over on his lean, bony puma en 175 URDER wegen oe 1195 0% 995 
should side, stretched slow and lazy as a kitten wes ae Novis $175 weslgtt a = TS} <M J= 
d was before a hot stove. “How’s about one last a smn “i ‘oak 
ind s¢ dip before the sun goes down—any 4 mM todo Jere’ dias 
|come- takers?” He turned toward me with an Heavy Carved BRASS To et $1.95 
m set, exaggerated wink. “Come on, Muriel, you som 
weeks haven't been in yet.” > $452 
rutting I grinned back at him. Jay was one of <A ‘ire hanale - 
some § my favorite people, the buddy-buddy type CHIGNON aaa Sect Feel 
lieam, who never complicated a simple date by SUGAR covers uP swoer ware ows [oct EXTRA LONG 
gainst : . ; ‘ BUNS | 4: wicr- vir srrus | en yevER CuRLs | GLAMOUR PAGE MARCEL IRON 
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out of my beach sandals and cape, flying 
over the sands, tugging my swim cap down 
over my ears. 

The first splash took my breath, but 
with Jay right behind there wasn’t time to 
think about it, and slipping easily into my 
fairly decent breast stroke I cut cleanly 
through the water toward the raft. The 
kids back on the beach rooted and cheered 
like a trophy was at stake, and when Jay 
pulled out in front of me, I really gave it 
all I had. Of course my best wasn’t good 
enough, and I was about ten strokes be- 
hind when I hoisted myself, dripping and 
laughing fit to kill, up on the raft. 

I didn’t realize there was someone else 
out there sun-bathing until I shook my 
hair out from under the cap and wiped 
the water out of my eyes. Jay, already 
stretched out full length, panted for breath 
like he had just swum the Channel, but 
the other man scarcely turned his head to 
look at us. I did a quick double-take and 
recognized the boy at the New Year’s party 

Joel Adams! And did he look good to 
me! 

“Well, hi there!” I called brightly, 
“where you been?” 

“Hi, yourself,” he answered slowly, one 
corner of his mouth lifting in the slightest 
smile. “Been? School, I guess. Why?” 

Omigosh, I thought, he’s still as stingy 
with words as though they were dollar 
bills. But you’re not slipping away from 
me this time, old man. . . . And sudden- 
ly the first glimmer of an idea broke in 
my foolish little head, by no means origi- 
nal, but then what woman who sets her 
cap for a man ever is? Especially when 
the old tried and true gags are still the 
best, like dropping the hanky, or scream- 
ing at a mouse, or faking a stomach cramp 
in the water. 

My swimming cap dangled loosely from 
one finger, and when it “accidentally” 
slipped off into the water I let out a little 
yelp of surprise, slid off the raft to go 
after it. With a couple of strokes I could 
have retrieved the cap, but when [ hit the 
water I deliberately ducked my head, swal- 
lowed a big gulp so the coughing and 
spluttering would sound like the real thing. 

It did, and when I threw in a couple of 
frantic shrieks for good measure, Joel, 
with one graceful, cat-like motion, sprang 
to his feet and flashed into the water. I, 
of course, put on the greatest show, thrash- 
ing and splashing around like a six-year- 
old tossed in for the first time, and when 
Joel grabbed my arm, tossed it over one 
shoulder, hauled me easily back to the 
raft, I looked about as exhausted and piti- 
ful as I could get. 

He bent over to jay me gently down, 
but as soon as I touched the boards I 
made a quick twist with my body, clutched 
his handsome head with both hands, and 
drew his mouth down to mine with the 
fierceness of a young tigress. For one end- 
less, aching moment our lips clung, wildly, 
sweetly, and the enchanting melody my 
heart sang the first time I saw Joel now 


> 


oO 
_S) 


‘ 


swelled with richness and harmony and 
went into the second chorus. 

I felt his body tense with the surprise 
of the embrace, then relax ever so slightly 
as he responded completely to my kiss, 
but in the next instant two strong hands 
pulled mine away, and Joel’s voice, tight 
with emotion, growled, “Why did you do 
that?” 

I lay back on the raft, arms folded be- 
hind my head, eyes innocent as a new born 
babe. “Do what?” my voice was small 
and soft, “kiss you?” I chuckled quietly. 
“How else could I thank you for the 
rescue?” 

Joel’s eyes were suddenly hard, his voice 
husky, low. “What rescue! How do you 
think you could make an act like that look 
real, when nothing about you is genuine!” 
And scrambling to his feet he hit the 
water and was halfway back to the beach 
before I could get myself together. 


VER SINCE I could remember I had al- 

ways known my debut was to be the 
night of my 18th birthday, and as the great 
day in July drew near, our entire house- 
hold was plunged into a flurry of prepara- 
tion. Mother held endless consultations with 
the caterers and the florists and the dress- 
makers. Gifts began arriving at the house 
days before the party, and it seemed the 
phone rang every five minutes on the 
minute. 

I sort of drifted with the tide in my 
usual nonchalant fashion, accepting the 
whole thing as no more than I was due, 
and really not bothering too much about 
it one way or the other, until Mother jerked 
me up one morning over breakfast coffee 
with a question that hadn’t occurred to 
me before, but which would take a whole 
lot of handling. 

“My dear child,” she began, setting her 
cup down in that neat. precise way she 
had, “whom are you inviting to escort you 
at your party? I think the Hathaway boy 
would be nice, he looks so distinguished 
in evening clothes, or young Jay Walker, 
you always seem to have so much fun with 
him. . . .” But I wasn’t listening any more. 
My mind leaped back to the life raft and 
a tall, husky young Adonis with eyes of 
stone and a voice like a whip who handed 
me a verbal slap in the face I would never 
forget! 

I stirred my coffee idly while Mother 
prattled on, how about this one, how 
about that one. Phooey on those milk- 
sops! It was about time I found myself a 
man, and what better time to really go all 
out after this particular gent who thought 
he had no time for little Muriel! 

“Give me a chance to think about it, 
Mother,” I replied, my eyes on the steam- 
ing cup, “I do have someone in mind. . . . 
By the way, didn’t I hear you say some- 
thing about needing a list of names for 
the church guild from Mrs. Joel Adams?” 

And so that afternoon when Joel stepped 
into the living room of his home, a stack 
of library books under one arm, who 
should be seated ever so charmingly across 


the tea table from his mother, but Miss 
Bankhead! 

Mrs. Adams beckoned Joel into the 
room, waved one hand gracefully toward 
me. “Son, I think you will remember 
Muriel Bankhead, daughter of one of my 
dearest friends,” and with a coy smile, 
“a wonderful person in her own right.” 
I looked up with my little-girl smile, the 
shy, innocent one with the fluttering eye. 
lashes, and murmuring, “So nice to see 
you again, Joel,” turned quickly to Mrs, 
Adams before he had a chance to reply. 

“Oh, by the way,” my voice dripped 
honey-sweetness, “my _ birthday-debut js 
Saturday evening, Mrs. Adams, and | 
wonder what you would think of me if | 
said I would simply love to have your son 
come—as my escort!” It’s a good thing 
Joel wasn’t swallowing anything, because 
from the peculiar sound that came from 
his throat at that moment, he would have 
choked to death for sure! But the ear-to. 
ear smile that burst out on Mrs. Adams’ 
face was practically blinding, as she stam. 
mered all over the place in surprised 
pleasure. 

“Why, Muriel—what a positively de. 
lightful idea! Why, Joel will be happy 
to come! Won’t you, dear?” 

I'll never know how he did it, mad as 
he was, but he even managed a smile as he 
said, slowly, “Why, thank you, Miss Bank. 
head. It will be a pleasure.” And with a 
curt nod, he turned on his heel, strode out 
of the room. 

So that’s how it happened that the im- 
possible came to pass. The man whom 
I hadn’t as yet been able to charm into 
submission, stood at my side the night of 
the party through my cunning—nothing 
more. I had no twinge of conscience at 
my trickery. I got what I wanted, that’s 
all! One way or the other. But I was to 
go through the closest thing to hell on 
earth, in time to come, before I learned 
that some things were not for me, 

We looked stunning together, Joel and 
I. Everyone said so. The party was an 
all-out smashing whopper of a_ success, 
the champagne flowed like rain-water, the 
drawing room was jammed with an as 
tonishingly select mob of only the “best 
people” who spilled cut onto the terrace 
and into lantern-lit gardens. Joel was 
courteous, attentive, polite—but cold as 
the inside of an icebox. He danced with 
me, and anyone else I pointed out to him. 

He brought champagne, he smiled at 
the right places. but he couldn’t have had 
less fun at a funeral. Around midnight 
the last guests had arrived, and I was free 
to leave the receiving line and mingle 
with the crowd. But the first thing I did 
was find Joel, grab him by the hand, drag 
him out of the house and through the gar- 
dens to a secret little bench hidden under 
a rose arbor that I knew no one else would 
find. 

A terrific moon filtered tenderly through 
the leaves and the night breeze sighed 
gently as a lover’s caress. Still clinging 
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to his hand. I pulled Joel down beside me, 
reached up to turn his face to mine. And 
then—as I sought his eyes in the sha- 
dows—I caught my breath at what I saw. 
The man who had scorned me, who ran 
from me, who acted as though he hated 
me—this man now looked at me through 
eves that held all the love in the world! 

‘[ couldn’t believe what I saw! But in 
the next second I couldn’t help but be- 
lieve for Joel’s arms were encircling me in 
a haven of bliss, Joel’s lips were raining 
kisses on my arms, my neck, my face— 
kisses that stung wherever they fell until 
I.was ablaze with the passion and fire that 
had lain slumbering so long inside me, 
waiting only for this moment! 

“Muriel, darling, baby,” his voice was a 
moan deep inside his throat, “Muriel, I 
could love you to death... .” 

“Could, Joel,” I whispered. “Why don’t 
you?” 

The strong, gentle arms drew me once 
more, tightly, tenderly, against his lean, 
young body, and for the last time our lips 
met in a kiss that set the stars to burst- 
ing all around us in a glorious, brilliant 
cascade of white fire. Then, just as swiftly 
as he had held me, Joel’s arms dropped 
away. 

“Why don’t I, Muriel?” he repeated. 
“How many times do you think I have 
asked myself that same question? There’s 
never been another in my heart like you— 
and there never will be! But some things 
never should happen, and we’re one of 
them...” 

I was frightened. Was the one thing I 
desired most in all the world to be denied 
me now? The mere thought of losing Joel 
turned every joy I had ever known to 
ashes in my mouth. I wouldn’t let him 
go... 1 couldn't! “But, why, Joel,” I 
pleaded, the tears welling up in my eyes, 
“why can’t we be together?” 

“Because, my darling, it would only add 
up to the most thorough misery of our 
lives. Because you're a butterfly, skipping 
from one blossom to the next, charming, 
lovely. great when the sun shines, but you 
couldn’t take a hard winter. I’m a snail, 
plodding along beneath the burden of 
many years hard work and study yet to 
come. 

“T have to finish this last year of medical 
school, sweat out an interneship at $30 
per month, put in another year or more as 
resident somewhere, and then starve for a 
while when I finally begin practice. You 
couldn’t take it, Muriel!” He rose from 
the bench with a finality I knew I couldn’t 
change. And for the first time in my life 
I knew the bitter, acid, stinging taste of 
defeat. 

I would never forget, never forget . 
would win him yet, win yet, win him 
yet... . The rhyme fell into tempo with 
the hum of the motor as my mind broke 
free from the wispy veil of memory, and 
I came alive_to face again the one sore 
that still rankled in my heart—and which 
I vowed to avenge. I loved Joel still. I 
would always love him, would never be 


wife to any man but him. But no man 
could spurn Muriel Bankhead. If it took 
two years or ten—whatever the cost—Joel 
would belong to me! 


Bur NOW HE belonged to someone else. 
He was married! So what? The thing 
to do was get him unmarried. Get him 
unmarried! The little wheels began to 
grind slowly, laboriously, as the old cun- 
ning that had stood me in such good stead 
in the past now crept slyly to the fore. 
It was only a few days later that I 
bumped smack into the first opportunity 
to set my little scheme in operation. The 
occasion was one of a number of glad-to- 
have-you-back parties being given for Joel 
and his wife, Jean—and when I got one 
good, long look at the new Mrs. Joel 
Adams, I was so tickled I could have done 
a hand-spring on the spot! This was too 
much! 

A slightly-built, small person with the 
quietest, saddest eyes I had ever seen, Jean 
Adams had about as much sparkle as yes- 
terday’s gingerale. Dressed in a shabby, 
cheap little suit that didn’t fit anywhere, 
she moved like a timid shadow, following 
meekly behind Joel from one end of the 
room to the other. 

All the bridge club gang was there in 
full force, with Gloria Burr holding forth 
in one corner in her usual loud-mouthed 
style, but for one magic tick of the clock 
I forgot everything as my eyes met Joel’s 
and I just stood there, stripped of all sub- 
terfuge, the same kid he had kissed in the 
moonlight, loving him with all my heart. 
But the hands of the clock move on, the 
moment passed, and our hostess, Bessie 
Coleman, came barging across the room, 
with Joel by one hand, Jean by the other. 

“Muriel, my dear girl. you are absolutely 
radiant tonight!” Bessie still gushed, only 
now with about twenty more pounds added 
it wasn’t so cute. “Isn’t she beautiful, 
Joel? Oh, maybe I shouldn’t have said 
that! Anyway. Muriel, I do want you to 
meet Joel’s wife. Jean, this is Muriel 
Bankhead. I just know you two will be 
close friends. Oh, oh—here comes some- 
body in—excuse me. please!” And Bessie 
wheezed off to greet the newcomers. 

The hand that Jean Adams laid in mine 
was limp as wet spaghetti, but I gripped it 
firmly and in a voice I made sound hearty 
as a Santa Claus, I said. “I’m so happy to 
meet you, Jean. And welcome home, Joel! 
So good to have you back again. ...” 

I went on chatting warmly with Jean, 

and then, of course, there is the 
guild at the church—they will be so 
happy to have you.” I was talking so fast 
the poor woman could scarcely follow me, 
and I got a kick out of watching the ex- 
pression on her face get stupider by the 
minute. The little ninny! Marry my Joel, 
would she! 

The party was definitely on an upbeat, 
with the music and laughter so loud we 
didn’t hear the phone ringing, until Bes- 
sie pushed her way through the crowd and 
shouted something in Joel’s ear about his 
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father needing him right away at the hos- 
pital. My heart contracted in a violent 
spasm of jealousy as I saw that his first 
thought was for Jean. 


I stepped smoothly into the breech, re- 
assured him. “Don’t worry, Joel. I’m driv- 
ing. She’ll be all right.” The gratitude 
that shone in his face was sunshine burst- 
ing through the clouds. He grabbed my 
hand impulsively, “You’re a champ, Mur- 
iel. Thanks a million!” And with a quick 
peck at his wife’s cheek, he was gone. 

The evening was over for me when Joel 
slammed the door behind him, but I stuck 
it out with the help of half a dozen very 
potent champagne cocktails until the party 
began to break up, and by the time I hit 
the road leading to the suburb where 
Joel’s parents lived I was feeling so sorry 
for myself I could have collapsed from 
self-pity. 

Jean made one or two feeble attempts at 
small talk, but when I only mumbled la- 
conically in reply, she shut up. She 
couldn’t understand the sudden change in 
the weather from my cordial friendliness 
at the party to this cold, glum behavior 
as we raced headlong into the night. The 
rainbow-colored glow of the cocktails was 
wearing thin, and all I felt was the gath- 
ering of a dark, lowering thunderhead of 
hate toward this mousy-colored little wom- 
an beside me. 

It’s all her fault, I told myself over 
and over through the thick mists of alco- 
hol clouding my brain. If it hadn’t been 
for her . . . she stole Joel from me, she 
cheated me out of my only chance at hap- 
piness—and suddenly, the wild drunken 
idea flashed through my mind—“TIf I can’t 
have him, nobody else will!” I would de- 
stroy her—kill us both! I didn’t care . . .” 


And then, as though the devil himself 
heard my unspoken, insane resolve and 
simply lifted the whole thing completely 
out of my hands—I heard a tire blow, felt 
the wheel wrenched from my grasp as the 
car struck a soft shoulder in the road, 
then the sickening, spinning, incredible 
sensation of the car turning over on one 
side—Jean’s side! I must have been 
knocked out for a few seconds by the im- 
pact, but when I opened my eyes I was 
frighteningly sober. 

A quick stretch told me nothing was 
broken and I managed to pry the door 
open enough to squeeze through. But Jean 

and I was suddenly nauseous at the 
sight of her—Jean was pinned down be- 
neath the wreckage in such a way it would 
be a miracle if she were still alive! 

What happened? Was it my fault? What 
was it I wanted to do just before the 
smash? Destroy Jean—kill us both! Oh, 
God—how close do you have to get to mad- 
ness before you come to realize you can’t 
have everything a selfish heart desires? It 
was a twist of fate that blew the tire and 
crashed the car—but the end result was 
as surely my own doing as though I had 
deliberately run us off a cliff. 





Let’s face it, kid, I told myself wryly 
in the roughest two minutes of my life, 
you've made a great, big botch of your 
first twenty years. But right here and now 
—in the middle of this mess, with someone 
else’s life hanging by the thread you’ve 
spun—is the end of all that! From here 
on out, you're going to be worthy of your 
salt! And maybe the first step on the way 
is to see what you can do for Jean! 

Even now when I try to recapture those 
hours between midnight and dawn on that 
terrible night, I still develop a perfect blind 
spot. It was all so horrible—the blood, 
the debris, the pale, silent, fragile body 
not moving. 

The room was empty. I turned my face 
to the wall. If I could have had one wish 
granted in that moment. it would have 
been to just slip on away from this world. 

Later on, at the hospital, when I re- 
gained consciousness, they tried to tell me 
how heroic I had been, how I had jacked 
up the side of the car, under which Jean 
was pinned, high enough to pull her body 
out, how I ripped the skirt of my dress 
to make bandages and tourniquets to stop 
the flow of blood. I listened, but nothing 
really sank in. I was still in a state of 
severe shock, gripped in bands of steel that 
stultified my brain. 

That afternoon, after I was somewhat 
rested, my parents and the friends and the 
photographers came crowding into the 
little room. The bed was suddenly clut- 
tered with flowers and telegrams, and just 
when I was on the verge of screaming at 
all of them to get the heck out of there 
and give me a little peace—I happened to 
glance over toward the door, and there 
stood Joel, smiling, smiling at me as he 
would at a real, old, dear friend. 

Without a word he came to the head of 
the ‘bed, lifted one hand, and in a voice 
of unmistakable authority, said, “Sorry, 
folks—but everyone must leave now. This 
patient must have quiet.” 

I couldn’t look at him, dared not search 
the beloved brown eyes for fear of seeing 
my guilty deed reflected there. As a doc- 
tor, Joel was duty-bound to attend me, as 
a man he must loathe the sight of me! 








But sometimes dying is the easy way out, 
and living with our misdeeds is the job 
that calls for the greatest courage of heart 
and strength of character. 


“Muriel . . . .” Joel was still there! 
But you’ve nothing to fear, I told myself 
dully, what can he or anyone else say or 
do now that will make you feel any worse? 
The voice came again, sad with grief at 
the loss of Jean, but soft with forgiveness 
for me! “Don’t turn away, Muriel. It was 
a tragic thing—the accident—but yoy 
mustn't feel it was your fault... .” 
















The words stuck in my throat, choking, 
but I had to get them out. Somehow: | 
had to confess, make Joel understand 
what I had wanted to do—perhaps then | 
could go on with some semblance of life, 
make a new start.... 

“Joel,” I began, haltingly, miserably, 
“will you listen if I try to explain what 
really happened last night?” He reached 
for my hand, patted it gently as a father 
might comfort a frightened child. 

“Rut TF know. =...” 

“You don’t know anything,” I cut sharp. 
ly across his words, “you don’t know how 
I hated Jean because it was she you mar- 
ried—not me. You don’t know that | 
wanted to kill her—kill us both—!” My 
voice mounted higher and higher until | 
fairly shrieked the last words—and then 
went into a fit of wild, uncontrollable, 
hysterical laughter that spelled the crack- 
ing-up point for my nerves. 

Joel lunged swiftly forward, grabbed 
both my wrists with his left hand, gave 
me a jaw-breaking, first class slap full 
across the face with his right. I shut up 
quick. 

When he spoke again it was with a quiet- 
ness and a strength I knew I would never 
deny. It was the voice and the eyes and 
the touch of the man who was to rule me 
the rest of my days. And when he bade 
me cleanse my mind and heart of every- 
thing that had taken place the night be 
fore, and have faith that the foregiveness 
I sought would come from a higher Power, 
I knew for the first time in my life the 
beauty and serenity of true peace in mind 


and soul. THE END 
































Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 5) 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a young woman, age 25, who goes 
with a man of 50. I started going with him 
when I was 14 and now he wants to marry 
me. I was wondering whether I should ac- 
cept his proposal or not. He argues so 
much and pretends that he is very jealous 
of me. He also likes to boss me around. 
Can you give me some advice about him? 


R. K. 
Dear R. K.: 


If you have been contending with your 
50-year-old lover’s jealousy and arguments 
for 11 years and feel you can put up with 










them for another 25 or 30, then marry him. 
But take my advice when I say that the 
road won’t always be a happy one. Your 
life is ahead of you while most of his is 
behind him and, for that reason, a com: 
patible marriage seems almost out of the 









question. 

Either one or both of you suffers from 
a complex which is being mistaken for love 
and affection. I only hope that you have 
been farsighted enough to see years ahead 
into the future. When you are 35 and want 
to attend P.T.A. meetings or parties, your 
husband of 60 will want to stay home t 
catch up on his sleep. So think clearly be 
fore you consent to marriage and, in the 
meantime, try looking over the crop of 
younger men in your town. 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 9) 


and of Europe . . . With Granz last year 
were Gene Krupa, Oscar Peterson, J. C. 
Heard, Benny Carter, Bill Harris, Ray 
Tunia, Ben Webster, Charlie Shavers, Flip 
Philips. Ray Brown, Roy (Little Jazz) El- 
dridge. Willie Smith and Herb Ellis... 
Louis Bellson, ex-Duke Ellington hide beat- 
er, is scheduled to join the unit this year. 

Una Mae Carlisle is back on the air 
after being inactive for a while. She can 
be heard with her Walking By The River 
theme on nightly broadcasts over CBS from 
New York . . . Calypso talent is at a pre- 
mium in Miami and Billy Saxon, who man- 
ages the Calypso Club there flew over to 
Kingston, Jamaica, BWI, to arrange for a 
troupe of five of the singers managed by 
Lord Fly to show at his spot .. . In the 
quintet is Lord Flea, top Jamaican calypso 
rival of Lord Fly. 

A deal is cooking that may sign Billy 
Eckstine up for five years of engage- 
ments at the Five O’Clock Club in Miami 
«It would work out that Billy would 
get a certain number of dates at the spot 
every year. 

Sugar Sam is the latest Negro child lined 
up for Broadway ... An eight-year-old 
singer and dancer, the lad has been signed 
for By the Beautiful Sea, which will star 
Shirley Booth . . . Sugar Sam’s role calls 
for him to play the part of a Coney Island 
gamin who does his number for pennies 
pitched his way by the amusement park’s 
patrons . . . One of these will be Shirley 
Booth . . . In the script, she gets so in- 
terested that she joins Sugar Sam in a song 
and dance sequence. 

The musical also features the veteran 
Mae Barnes, “Last of the Brownskinned 
Mamas,” who stayed so long at the Bon 
Soir in Greenwich Village that people fig- 
ured she'd just wither away if she were 
taken from the spot. 

Billy Daniels, contrary to what folks 
hear about him, is every bit as race-con- 
scious as he was the night he made his 
debut in New York’s Cafe Society, Down- 
town... For example, when he is in Chi- 
cago to play dates at the Chez Paree, he 
makes a beeline from this plush Gold Coast 
boite for the South Side where he hangs 


out with pals who knew him back when. 

Although she clams up when the sub- 
ject is mentioned, old-timers remember 
that Eartha Kitt’s career as a bigtimer in 
show business began when she studied 
under the famed folk singing guitarist 
++. In her early days, Eartha learned 
the subtle art of injecting hidden mean- 
ings into songs under the expert guidance 
of the master, Josh White, with assists 
a to stage presence from her original 
manager, John Velasco, an old-time Har- 
lemite, who was a bigwig in the old 
Theater Arts Committee in the days when 
anything went . . . Today, Eartha is never 
heard Passing out credits. 











Over 1,000,000 Happy Users 
Prove It Beyond A Douht! 


STRAIGHT HAIR 
—_— ays) 


Just Be Sure You Demand and 
Receive Amazing, Genuine 


Louis Jordan and Dinah Washington 
Recommend Perma-Strate! 





There may be inferior imitations, 
but there’s only one Perma-Strate, 
the original cream straightener 
that’s been proven by over one 
million satisfied users ... men and 
women! With Perma-Strate there’s 
no burn, no redness, and no scalp 
irritation. Al] you do is use won- 
derful, creamy Perma-Strate every 
3 to 6 months and your hair stays 
soft and natural-looking straight 
—can be dressed in any style... x 
unharmed by shampooing, or per- 7 $ ang 
manents. There’s no stringy look, Hair Sustgiboner 
no pasted-down look, and heavy 
dressings are no longer needed. No 
wonder Perma-Strate is America’s 
Favorite Cream Hair Straightener. At Druggists 
And, based on actual results, last- $2 Plus Tax 
ing power, hair beauty, and hair 
care, no other hair straightener is 
more economical, regardless of : ‘ 2 
price: Get genuine Perma-Strate 
today. 271 Vance, Memphis, Tenn. 














Use Liquid Pomade by Perma-Strate to complete hair care and beauty 





T TY é GLAMOROUS YOU 
i i * Y x with this exquisite imitation 
| " { be ; ent dinner ring. Approx- 

i] Send your songs or poems today. Music < mn : ecdukel be [5 tendon 
written for your words without charge. 7 brilliants and set in imitation 
Records, copies, copyright furnished. We \ . platinum. Send ONLY $2.00 
have helped many new writers find theie plus 20% Federal Tax. Order 
first success. Let us try to help you. now, only limited quantity 


a available. MONEY BACK if 
HOLLYWOOD TUN=SMITHS not delighted. | M & K Seles 


1558 N. Vine St., Dept. FF-4, Hollywood 28, Cal. Dept. 1, P.O. Box 11721 Wagner Station, Los Angeles 47, Calif. 
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Train Now to Be a Practical Nurse 








Let us show you how you can study 
Low Monthly in your spare time to prepare for No Extra 
Pp employment in this honored calling. Ch 
ayments Time to finish depends entirely on arges 
your ability. Ages 18 to 55. 
Nurses are greatly needed. Our graduates are in demand. 


WAYNE SCHOOL OF PRACTICAL NURSING 
MAIL COUPON TODAY 


WAYNE SCHOOL OF PRACTICAL NURSING 
2525 SHEFFIELD AVE., DESK EX-36, CHICAGO 14, ILLINOIS 





























Please send me complete information about your course in Practical Nursing. 
NAME PHONE AGE 
RES. ADDRESS CITY STATE 
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1 RECORD (our choice) 
1 PHOTO of a Leading ‘Artist 
LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 
LL BE TRUE—Faye Adams 
You'll Never Walk Alone—Roy oe 
DAD-GUM YOUR HIDE—Louis Jordan. 
HONEY HUSH—Joe Turner 
The Things | Used To Do—Guitar Slim. 
Oke-She-Moke-She-Pop—Joe Turner... 
YOU’RE SO FINE—Little Walter 
SUNDAY KIND OF LOVE—HarpTones.. 
LOVE CONTEST—Ruth Brown 
LUCILLE—Drifters 
BABY, YOU DON’T KNOW—Roy Milton 
CHOCOLATE SUNDAE—Kid King Combo 
SOMETHING’S WRONC—Fats Domino.. 
CALL BEFORE YOU CO HOME 
—Memphis Slim 
’'M WAITING FOR SHIPS 
—wWillard McDaniel 
PING PONG—Tiny Bradshaw 
EBB TIDE—ink Spots 
i—Velvets 
NIGHT WATCH—Bobby Smith 
THE PROPOSAL—Shirley G Lee 
DARK MUDDY BOTTOM—Mercy Dee. 
BABY DOLL—Johnny & Marvin 
) | Don't Know What I'll Do—Sugar Boy. 
| DO—Five Royales 
! HAD A NOTION—Joe Morris 
DRUNK—Jimmy Liggins 
MONEY HONEY—Clyde McPhatter.... 
SOUL ON FIRE—LaVerne Baker 
RAGS TO RICHES—Dominoes 
GOLDEN TEARDROPS—Flamingoes .... 
SHAKE A HAND—Faye Adams 
ONE SCOTCH, ONE BOURBON 
—Amos Milburn 
BLIND LOVE—B. B. King 
YOU’RE STILL MY BABY—Chuck Willis 
MYSTERY TRAIN—Little Junior 
SAVING MY LOVE FOR YOU—Johnny Ace. 
Five Royales 
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Muddy Waters 
ED SOUL—FEddie Boyd 
ES—Earl Bostic 
SPLIT—Kid King Combo 
Tiny Bradshaw 
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Pel MIE uincene savin 
—Fats Domino. 


E RIVER—F'ats Domino 
OUNTRY SHACK—Mercy Dee.... 
E ME—B. B. King 

sradshaw 


DO IT—F 
CROSS MY went —sonnny 
| BELIEVE—Elmore 
JUKE—Little Walter 


SPIRITUALS 
TOO CLOSE TO HEAVEN—Prof. A. Bradford. 
LORD LORD LORD—Prof. Alex Bradford 
MARCHING TO ZION—Davis Sisters.......... 
IF IT WASN’T FOR THE LORD 
—Angelic Gospel 


OH LORD HOW LONG—Ward Singers 
THE BALL GAME—Sis, Wynona Carr 
| MUST TELL JESUS—Sister Jessie Mae Renfro 
SINCE JESUS CAME INTO MY HEART 
—Spirit of —— 
LONG AS JESUS LIVES—Swanee Quintet. 
LET’S GO TO THE PROGRAM 
—Dixie Humming Birds 
1 SIT DOWN SERVANT—Swanee Quintet 
WALK IN THE LIGHT—Swanee Quintet 
WONDER WILL I EVER REST 
—Mahalia Jackson 
WHEN | LOST MY MOTHER—Blind Boys.... 
SURELY SURELY AMEN—Spirit of Memphis. ; 
ONE-TWO-THREE-Chosen Gospel Singers..... 
STAND BY ME—Davis Sisters 
FOOTPRINTS OF JESUS—Davis Sisters... 
HOW MANY TIMES—Ward Singers 
SINCE | FOUND THE LIGHT—Ward Singe 
ONE WAY STREET—Clara Ward... 
| THANK THE LORD-—Nig zhtingales 
Don T GIVE UP a 
LEAK IN THE BUILDING 
MY ROCK—Swan Silvertones. 
| WAS PRAYING 
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WILL HE WELCOME ME THER 

e  etghtingsies 
WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys 
LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—RPells of Joy.... 
OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys 
OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys 
SURELY 
JESUS GAVE ME WATER-—Soul Stirrers 
MILKY WHITE WAY—The Trumpeteers 
WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers 
TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers 


We Ship C.O.D. Parcel Post Insured. Send for 
Free Catalogue. 


ESSEX RECORD SHOP 


114 SPRINGFIELD AVENUE 
NEWARK 3, NEW JERSEY DEPT. T 
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On The Records 
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Young and Warne Marsh, clarinetist John 
LaPorta, trombonist Kai Winding. drum- 
mer Max Roach, bassist Eddie Safranski, 
vibist Terry Gibbs and guitarist Billy 
Bauer. 

St. Louis Blues was one of two sides 
Eckstine made on the Metronome session, 
the second being How High The Moon, 
which he sings at an easy gait. 

The Metronome coupling is typical of 
Eckstine offerings on recordings today. He 
is now utilizing more and more of the old 
favorites for record material. His latest 
album for MGM. called “Billy Eckstine 
Sings Tenderly,” features eight oldies, in- 
cluding Tenderly, the title song of the 
package, One for My Baby, Laura, Smoke 
Gets in Your Eyes and April in Paris. Mr. 
B. warbles handsomely on the revivals. 

Eckstine’s reason for recording mostly 
old tunes currently is probably due to the 
fact that the new material he has been get- 
ting to record of late is pitifully poor. 
However, Billy is not blaming the record- 
ing people for the situation wholly. 

“The songs are just not available.” he 
notes, “and there’s little being written. The 
guys who write Broadway musicals and 
movie scores are the only ones making the 
effort to create something decent, even 
something original in their songs.” 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Clef’s 
He’s Funny That Way/My Man, a pair of 
old torch favorites revived quite pleasantly 
by Billie Holiday in her languorous vocal 
fashion. Supported superbly by a Blue 
Ribbon unit. Lady Day sings like the Holi- 
day of her heyday. Throughout her per- 
formances she evidences sincere spirit and 
This should come as good 
since she 


vigorous drive. 
news to Billie’s 
definitely has not been an inspired singer 
lately. 

Part of the credit for Billie’s 
showing on the pairing no doubt is due to 
the solid backing she gets. The supporting 
group—featuring trumpeter Joe Newman, 
tenor saxist Paul Quinichette and pianist 
Oscar Peterson—lays down a relaxed beat 
and mood which just suit the quaint Holli- 
day stylings. In obbligato stints behind 
the vocals on each side, Newman sparks 
Billie perceptibly as he blows muted nice- 
ties to complement her attractive lyrics 

GOOD: Seeco’s Moulin Rouge/Terry’s 
Tune with tenor sax stylist Don Byas blow- 
ing with the assurance and pretty ideas 
that have made him one of the top artists 
on his instrument in the jazz vernacular 
today. Don had to prove his mettle with 
little help. 

A French band backing him on the duo 
is barely average. Yet Don apparently was 
not cramped too much by the drawback. 
He turns in a sparkling exhibition, show- 
ing off a technique on the basic themes 
that is matchless in brilliance. 


legion of fans, 


effective 


Health 
(Continued from Page 45) 


stomach does not digest itself. After all the 
stomach is a piece of meat just like a mor 
sel of steak is. 

In fact, we very often eat tripe which ig 
the name for cooked beef stomach. As long” 
as our stomach is normal it can digest al] 
kinds of meat but it cannot digest itself,” 
However, if a part of the stomach is devital. 
ized this part is digested. Indeed, this is 
just the way an ulcer is formed. 

A small area of the stomach or duode 
num wall is injured (how such injuries are 
sustained is not entirely known) and im 
mediately, this part is digested and a de 
fect is formed which is called an ulcer, 
Usually an ulcer on any other part of the 
body heals promptly but not that in the 
stomach or duodenum because the strong 
acid prevents it. 

Doctors are rather certain that this is 
the way peptic ulcers are formed because 
they nearly always are found either in the” 
lower part of the stomach where the acid 

formed or in the duodenum where the 
strong acid mixed with food and enzymes is 
dumped. 

Not only do these simple facts of physi- 
ology form the basis of a theory for the 
cause of ulcer, but they explain the symp- 
toms of the disease and provide an under 
standing of the complications. They also 
suggest an effective treatment. 

How does a doctor go about diagnosing” 
peptic ulcers in a patient? This is chone | 
fairly satisfactorily by the use of three 
categories of information, each of which is” 
rather clear cut in typical cases of the dis 
ease: (1) symptoms which the patient ex 
periences, (2) laboratory examination of 
the stomach contents, (3) X-ray pictures, 

Whenever a patient goes to a doctor and 
says—Doctor, I have a severe gnawin 
pain at this point in my stomach. It stops 
when I eat but it starts again exactly 
minutes later”—the chances are very great 
that he has an ulcer. In the first place, 
there was a definite relation of the pain 
food that occurred with such regularity 
that the patient knew to the minute whew 
to expect it. : 

In the second place, the pain was 
sharply localized that he used his finger im 
stead of his whole hand to point out the 
exact spot. The pain of an ulcer is d 
chiefly to the irritating action of the stom 
ach’s strong acid on the raw open ulce 
When a meal is eaten the food neutralize 
this acid and stops the pain. But in a short 
while more acid is secreted and the pai 
begins again until the stomach emptie 

The relief obtained by eating lasts fron 
30 minutes to one and a half hours but thé 
time is fairly constant in each patient am 
he is able usually to know rather precis 
when the pain will return. The sequence— 
pain, food, ease, pain—varies within cer 
tain limits depending on whether the ulcer 
is in the stomach or duodenum. 
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